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Awoken 
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A strong extraction on my stomach woke me up. | blindly felt my way to my stomach and found warm metal. | 
furrowed my brows, my eyes still closed, and yanked at the metal that seemed to be a chain, it cut into my 
skin and | felt it rattle against something. 


| opened my eyes and sat up, my head pounding and my limbs aching. | groaned, rubbed my eyes and looked 
down my body. | was clothed in just my boxer shorts and my t-shirt, but there was something looming under 


the material. | lifted my shirt and my eyes widened. 


A thin chain was bound around my waist. | followed the trail of the metal and it guided to a heater. Was l.. was 
| chained to a fucking heater? My heart started beating furiously and my head shot up, my eyes scanning the 
plainly furnished room. | was lying on a mattress and there was a beggarly fitted kitchen, a table with a chair 

and an old looking, green sofa. The ground was fairly dirty, contrasting to the white of the mattress. Where 


was |? | cleared my throat. A gloomy premonition came to my mind. 


"Hello?" There was silence for a while and | assumed that | was alone. 


| gripped the chain and violently yanked at it, hoping that it was weak or damaged, but it showed no signs of 
breaking or loosening. The loud rattling echoed through the empty room and suddenly there were footsteps 
breaking the silence. My eyes widened and | unconsciously shrunk back into the wall behind me, letting go of the 


chain. 

A door opened at the end of the room and a tall man walked in. His hair and skin were damp, sipping through a 
white tank top that he wore, so he probably came straight out of a shower. He looked at me and | was struck 
by his icy, blue eyes. He ran his hand through his short hair and seemingly ignored me, walking straight to the 
small kitchen, 


"| wouldn't be making so much noise if | were you. | might need to tie your hands up." 


Fear boiled in my stomach as | suspiciously watched him. "Who are you?" | asked calmly, trying not to let my 


voice shake while my heart was hammering in my chest. 

Wildest fantasies shot through my head and | shook it, trying to think clearly. | was in a room | had never seen 
before, locked to a heater and alone with a guy that could possibly do anything to me. Fear crept over my 
spine and | bit my lip. He didn't answer. 


Instead he opened the fridge and grabbed a beer. | lifted my shirt again and examined the lock that was holding 


the chain together. It was solid steal, as far as | could perceive. 
"Where the fuck am |?", | asked, my voice starting to tremble with anger and fear. 


The man shot me a glance that seemed almost amused and turned away from me again, closing the fridge, 


going to the couch and falling down on it. 


"I asked you a question!" My voice was shaking slightly and | hated that | sounded weak. The man let out a 
deep, vibrating chuckle, but didn't even look at me. 


"Do you think that you're in a position to ask questions, kiddo?" | supposed that | wasn't, but that didn't stop 


me. "Why am | here?" 


He gave a deep sigh and | could see him stretch, then he reached for something and the next moment, the TV 
was on. | yanked at the chain again, the metal digging into my flesh and rattling against the heater. 


My thoughts were wildly racing through my head, desperately trying to find a reasonable explanation for this, 
but they couldn't. | took a deep breath and closed my eyes for a moment. 


The man was calmly sitting on the sofa, completely ignoring me. | pulled at the chain, causing it to violently 


smash against the heater. Then | did it again, carefully watching the man. | needed to get a reaction out of him. 
Then | started to fumble with the lock that held the chain together around my waist, but it seemed 
indestructible. A dark assumption which made a cold shiver run down my spine manifested itself in my mind. 
Did | get kidnapped? No shit, | thought to myself. As if it wasn't obvious. It still didn't stop me from being 


scared. 


| still sat calmly while my insides were trembling, looking at the back of the man's head. The TV was mumbling 
something in the background, it was a western movie of some sort, but | couldn't concentrate on what was 
being said. The growing panic in my stomach made me feel uneasy and overshadowed my ability to focus on 


my surroundings, like | was about to throw up. If only there was anything in my stomach. 
| got kidnapped. 


The thought slowly settled in my head and | took a deep breath at the sudden, shocking realization that felt like 
being dumped into ice-cold water. But for what? My parents both were medics, but they weren't miraculously 


rich, so it couldn't be for the money. 


| was slowly becoming desperate. This couldn't be happening to me. | let out a shaky breath and curled up on 
the mattress, shrinking even further back. My stomach growled and guzzled my inner organs, | was starving, 
but | wasn't about to ask my kidnapper for food. It could have drugs, sleep medication or even poison in it. 


Scenarios of kidnapping movies rushed through my head and every single one of them frightened me. 


| blankly stared at the sofa, desperately trying to find out what had happened. And besides fear and hunger 
there was anger keeping me awake. This asshole meant to completely ignore me. | shuddered at the thought 
that he could have done anything while | was unconscious. | kicked my bare foot against the heater, causing it 
to give a reverberant sound. | crawled over to it and ripped the chain towards me, but nothing happened. | was 


completely bound to that heater, and there was probably nothing | could do to escape. 


| also didn't remember anything. | remembered peacefully falling asleep in my bed, at home, thinking of nothing 
bad, and the next moment | had woken up here. 


| helplessly pulled at the chain once more and this time it did catch the man's attention. He turned to me with 


a tired look that still managed to send shivers down my spine. | didn't know if he was armed or not. 

"Didn't | tell you to keep quiet?" | somehow managed to swallow my fear and gave him a glare. 

"You didn't answer my questions.” 

The man raised his eyebrows slightly. "Should | also go get some duct tape while I'm at it, to make that pretty 
mouth of yours shut the fuck up?" His comment about my appearance made me sneer in disgust. Not only 


was | disgusted by him, | was revolted by the situation 


| pressed my lips together and looked to the side. | heard him turning to the TV again A few moments of 


silence passed. 


"You're here because your parents caused a, well, let's say a problem. Sadly, they wouldn't cooperate, so | was 


hired. Satisfied?" The indifferent tone in his voice made me shudder. 

"No", | murmured. "They're just scientists, what did they do wrong?" The man chuckled icily. 

"You wouldn't understand, boy." The words made my cheeks burn in embarrassment. 

‘| understand enough to know how fucked up this is. It's not my fault, whatever you think my parents did" 


The smirk left his lips. He turned his eyes to the side, his face expression even. "I know, boy. Its my job 
though." 


His job? To kidnap people? Fuck, this guy was sicker than | thought. | slowly shifted my position on the 
mattress, avoiding making any noise with the chain, not the piss that guy off. Then, out of nowhere, my 
stomach loudly growled. He turned to look at me with that same amused gleam in his eyes as before. 
‘I'm not gonna torture you, you know. If you're hungry, just ask for food." 

| gave him a glare again. "I'm not." 

He shrugged and grinned. "Oh well. Eventually you're going to ask me." 

‘Im not hungry", | repeated. 

"Yeah, right. Just like you're not cold and not scared." 

| scowled at him and turned away. "I'm not" 


He didn't answer, but | felt his indifference. He simply didn't care. 


| shook my head and crossed my arms. | was certainly not going to give him that satisfaction. | sighed and 
curled up into a ball again, the despair and fear inside of my chest were still present. 


The guy didn't seem to be aggressive, but who knew. So | just sat there, curled up into a ball and refusing to 
look at him. He seemed to go about his usual day, as if he didn't have a person locked to his heater. One time 
he went to what | assumed was his bedroom and was intrigued by the sound of an acoustic guitar coming 

from there. | played too and could tell that the guy was really good. Or at least as good as a maniac could be. 


That evening he came up to me again. | didn't look at him, but | felt his eyes on my face. 


"Are you sure that you don't want anything?" The words would have sounded caring if he didn't look at me 


that coldly and with that bored shimmer in his eyes. | flashed my eyes at him and shook my head although 


the feeling in my stomach was more than uncomfortable. 


He rolled his eyes and got up again. Anger boiled up inside of me and | clenched my hands, wanting to do 
something. He couldn't just leave and not give a shit about me! A thought flashed through my mind, and before 
| could process the dumbness of it or think about what would happen, | shouted after him. 


"You are a really big dick!" 
He just turned around and turned the light off. 
"Its "have" and not "are"!", he ridiculed, then shut the door behind himself and left me alone in the darkness. 


He would probably go to sleep now. A luxury | couldn't afford, because my stomach was killing me. It was cold, | 
was so hungry that | was about to rip the fabric off the mattress and chew on it just to have something in 
my mouth and | was also afraid, although | would never show it. The mattress was hard and uncomfortable 


and | feared for my life. My only hope was that my parents would come and save me. 


| stared at the white ceiling and the stripes of light painted on it from the lanterns, my eyes burning, but | 
had no energy to close them. | had trouble breathing and the constant pressure on my chest that came with 
my despair held my eyes open 


The next day was much the same. After hours of lying alone, peculiar thoughts gained the upper hand. | 
replayed my favorite movies in my head, | went to concerts a second time, | experienced my first kiss over 
and over again, hoping to scare away the consistent fear in my stomach, hoping to somehow make it through 
interminable days of silence of being alone with your thoughts. | counted the stains on the walls and imagined 


my so far unobtainable freedom, | did everything to not think about the omnipresent fear around me. 


The man left for a while and | used that time to pull the chains and yell for help, but nothing came out of 


that. He soon came back. My stomach growled again, he gave me an annoyed look and went to the fridge. 


He took out a container with an unidentifiable content and threw it in the microwave. My stomach turned at 
the smell filling my nose, but | leaned against the wall and avoided the looks he was shooting me. There was no 


way | would eat this. 


| prayed that he would just eat it himself and leave me alone, but at the same time | wanted his attention. | 
hugged my knees and stared at the white wall. Footsteps suddenly approached me and the mattress sunk in. | 
demonstratively showed him my back while he waited patiently, but | didn't turn around. 


After a while a large hand grabbed my shoulder. It was a firm and unpleasant grip that slowly forced me to 
turn around. | tried not to wince as he pulled me to his side. Cold blue eyes met mine. | looked at the plate 


filled with chicken wings and swallowed, the intense scent filling my nose and my stomach screamed in hunger, 


but | lifted my chin and shook my head. He gave an exasperated sigh. 
"You have to eat, | won't let you starve to death." 
| gave him a cold stare. "| would rather starve than eat your disgusting.. poisoned food." 


The man furrowed his eyebrows slightly and snorted. "Poisoned? For fuck's sake, kid. I'm just trying to keep you 


conscious here." 


| pressed my lips together and shook my head again. He rolled his eyes and took a bite of one of the wings 
himself. 


"See? Not poisoned" The smell of food was making my stomach turn, but | was determined to not do what he 
told me, so | shrunk away from him as far as the chain would allow me. The man seemed to be getting 
annoyed, he took one of the wings from the plate and outstretched it my way, holdings it about five 


centimeters away from my face. 


"Eat 


Forced 
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| turned away and pressed my lips together. The smell was almost intoxicating, but | managed to look away and 
ignore him. 

| had already thought of ways | could die here. After this amount of time | had spent alone in my mind, | had 
invented my death pretty quickly. Call me fucking pessimistic. | thought about dying of starvation or coldness. 
Starvation because | would still refuse to eat, coldness because | slept on that mattress without any blanket, 


and the heater was barely warming me. And now | was also pretty sure that he could strangle me. 


A hand shot up and inexorably grabbed my jaw, forcing my mouth open | tried to shove his hand away, but 
his grip was too tight. He sighed and suddenly let go of my jaw, then he stood up and left the room. 


| was short before relaxing, but then he came again, with a rope this time. | wondered what he wanted to do 
with it, but then it struck me, and before | could even move, he flipped me onto my back and pressed his knee 
between my shoulder blades. | tried to gasp for air, but he only pressed down harder. 

Then he managed to catch my wrists and tied them together with a few experienced movements. 

"Your fault. Cooperate and get advantages. Disobey and you'll only suffer from it." 

"Fuck you", was my only response, which just made him smirk as he flipped me back up. 

"Aren't we feisty.’ 

He picked up the plate again, took the same wing and pressed it to my lips. | could already feel all the grease 
and turned my head away in disgust. Not that | didn’t like chicken wings, but it wasn't exactly the best feeling 
in the world to have them shoved into your face. | heard the man breathe out. 

"Spoiled brat." He took hold of my jaw again and turned me to look at him. 

His eyes narrowed and his grip got tighter which made me wince, but | didn't look away. He pressed my chin 
downwards and slowly forced my mouth to open, his movements precise and calm, obviously having experience 


in such actions. 


| wasn't able to close my mouth anymore and tried to wriggle free, my heart hammering against my ribs. 


Next moment the meat got harshly shoved into my mouth. 
"Spit it out and I'll go and get the duct tape." 


He let go of my chin and watched me with an ominous look in his eyes, to see what | was going to do. | briefly 
thought about disobeying him, but as soon as the food touched my tongue, | couldn't help myself and started 
chewing. After almost two days without a bite in my mouth, this refrigerated and microwaved chicken from 
some cheap fast food place tasted heavenly. When | hurriedly swallowed it, he picked up another piece and 
brought it up to my mouth. 


"So will | have to feed you like a baby three times a day, or will you act like a fucking adult, so | could untie 
your hands and let you eat by yourself?" 


The wing touched my lips and | turned away again. The asshole kidnapped me, | wasn't about to give into his 
demands, | would retain my dignity. His hand tightly gripped my jaw again and violently turned me back He 
seemed to be getting annoyed. 


"I swear to god kid, piss me off and this won't be the only piece of meat that I'll shove down your throat." 


It took me a moment to process what he said, then my eyes widened and | frantically moved as far away from 
him as possible. The thought about what he could do to me terrified me. A spark of annoyance went through 
the guy's eyes and he dropped the plate on the mattress, almost making all the wings fly over the edge. 


"Fine, eat like a dog. Or starve yourself, | don't care, | don't have to do this." With that he glared at me once 


more and stood up. 


| looked at the plate, and then at him. | wouldn't crawl over and eat the food like this, | hadn't sunken deep 
enough yet. 


"N-no!" After so much of silence, | almost couldn't recognize my own voice anymore, it broke and | cleared my 


throat. "I'm sorry." 

These words made him stop. Great, now | would willingly obey him. Pussy, | thought to myself. He turned 
around and | looked up at him, chewing on my lip. He brought one hand to his forehead and sighed, then sat 
back down after a moment of hesitation. 

"Fine", he muttered. 

| let out a breath of relief, my stomach yearning for the food. | managed to scoot closer to him and sit down 
in a fairly pleasant way. He took the plate in his hands again and picked one of the pieces up, bringing it up to 
my mouth. | opened it and hummed as | chewed. His hand touched my lips and he quickly pulled it away. 


My eyes darted to his when | felt the touch, but | didn't dare to say anything. He calmly watched me while | 


ate and then fed me some more. His actions weren't nearly as forceful and | felt myself relaxing a little bit. 


| guess he hadn't been lying when he said that good behavior would be rewarded. Finally the plate was empty 
and the man licked off his fingers from all the oil and spices. For some reason the action caught my attention, 


but | forced myself to look up at his eyes again. | didn't want to give him any ideas. 


"Do you want anything else?" | shamefully looked away and cleared my throat again. It was ridiculous that | had 


to ask for this. 


"Uh... I'd like to go to the bathroom, please." He nodded, stood up and unlocked the chain from the heater. | 
stood up as well, my legs slightly shaky and numb, and he led me there, through what turned out to really be 


his bedroom. It was beyond embarrassing to be led like an animal. 


The bathroom was really basic like the rest of the apartment. What caught my attention was a relatively 


small window near the ceiling. The man followed my look and lightly smirked. 


"If you managed to get up there and fit through it in the few minutes that I'll give you to piss, you deserve to 
be free, kid" 


| resisted the urge to frown at him and kept silent. My cheeks grew hot as he untied me. | rubbed my wrists 
and rolled them to test if they weren't too numb to use. | turned my back to the man who was leaning against 


the door frame and slightly smirking. 
| cleared my throat. "Could you maybe.." 


He rolled his eyes and turned around. | freed my dick and relieved myself, my cheeks burning. That was 
probably the most embarrassing situation in my life so far. | flushed the toilet and went over to the sink to 
wash my hands. | looked up into the mirror hanging there. | looked horrible. There were dark shadows under my 


eyes and my hair was greasy. 


| shot myself a disgusted look and saw that the man was watching me. | turned off the tap and dried my 
hands. | felt his intense gaze burning holes into my back As soon as | was out of the bathroom, he spun me 


around again and wrapped the rope around my wrists, more loosely this time 


| used the time to watch his bedroom. It was nearly empty, only a bed and a wardrobe. It didn't look like he 
lived there all the time. The bed was messy and | saw the neck of an acoustic guitar loom behind the bed and 


a picture hanging on the wall. It showed, as far as | could see, a woman and him. 


Before | could inspect any more, he shoved me out of his room and | stumbled into the living room again. The 
metal of the chain dug into my flesh and | lightly winced as | got locked to the heater again. | looked at him. He 
looked nice, so nice that | almost couldn't hate him. Still | did. | couldn't bear to look into that face without 
feeling disgusted or frightened. 


Looks could be deceiving. His sky blue eyes seemed warm and friendly, but he was nothing like that. It was okay 
though, because he probably hated me too. Mutual feelings and all. 


"If you'll need anything just tell me, kiddo." 

| nodded. He turned around and went back to the couch. | suppose his job was to keep me in one place, so he 
didn't have much else to do than watching TV. It was the same for me, so | decided to keep a conversation 
going. Knowing as much as | could about him could help later, when | would be free and would have to describe 
the guy to the police. 


"My name's Jason" 


The man turned to me with slightly furrowed eyebrows, like he was unhappy about the fact that | was talking 
in the first place. 


"What?" 
"| said my name is Jason. You keep calling me kid or boy. l'm Jason" 


He just nodded shortly and turned away again. "Good to know." | could hear the sarcasm in his voice and it 


made me dislike him just a tiny bit more. 

"What's your name?" Silence. 

"Hello?" 

He released a short groan. "None of your business." 


| suppose it really wasn't. Speaking of things that were none of my businesses.. "Who's the woman in that 
picture? Is she Mrs. Mean Kidnapper?" 


He turned around, and the glare he shot me was threatening and ice cold. He could probably kill someone 
without batting an eye. | surely wasn't eager to find out, so | sunk into the mattress, feeling genuinely 
intimidated. And gone was my cheekiness. | bit my lip and watched the back of his head. 

"What have my parents done wrong?", | asked. He gave a sigh and turned down the TV a bit. 

"You don't stop talking, do you?" 


Its my right to know why | am held here." 


"You have no rights here. | could drug you up or drink your blood, no one would give a shit. You just have to 
be alive." | opened my mouth again, but he cut me off. "At least if your parents do what we want them to do." 


A cold shiver ran down my back. He could kill me and no one would even know where | was. | would die alone. 


The thought made me curl up into a ball again and look away from him. 
“They're good people." 
The man chuckled and | could see him shaking his head from the corner of my eye. 


"You don't know half of it, kid" 


| know that they're not kidnappers and killers." The sentence left me before | was able to think about it and | 
immediately shut my mouth. 


The man turned to me on the couch. | was waiting for anger, but | was met with dreadful calmness. "What 


they did could kill millions. What's your life against a few million people?" 

| opened my mouth and closed it again. | didn't understand what he was trying to tell me. Kill millions? My 
parents? How? | shook my head in disbelief. They had never done anything to harm other people, | was sure of 
that. 


"Why?", | managed to ask, my voice trembling. 


No answer. My shoulders sank. | had told myself not to cry, simply because | didn't want to seem weak And he 
would probably wouldn't give a shit. 


"Why would they kill millions? I'm their child and | deserve to know." 

His gaze was unmoved, his facial expression blank. "That's right, you're a child. Just a child” 

Anger flared up in my chest. | couldn't sit there and listen to him accusing my parents of all sorts of bullshit. 
"But I'm not an idiot. Tell me what did they do and why l'm chained to this fucking heater like an animall" My 
mistreated voice started cracking and | knew that the demanding tone coming from my position was probably 


more ridiculous than anything. 


The man glanced at the chain that disappeared under my shirt and | could almost swear that | saw his 


expression changing slightly for a second, but then he became expressionless again 
He pinched the bridge of his nose and closed his eyes. | clenched my fists and turned my back to him, almost 
shaking with rage. | heard him getting up, but | didn’t move. The mattress sunk down and coldness ran down my 


back. 


"Your parents are, lets say.. stubborn. Just like you. And they invented a medication that could save a million 


people's lives. They just sell it for an enormous amount of money because they're fucking mercenary.” 


His voice was inscrutable and | furrowed my eyebrows and turned onto my stomach, making the chain rattle. 


"They would never do that", | murmured stubbornly, trying to convince myself. 


"Believe what you want", he answered. 


Devastated 
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The kid didn't understand. Of course he didn't, those people were his parents. In his eyes they were good, 
righteous people and would never do something like that. But they did and that was why he was here. 


Sitting him down and explaining the situation to him would be pointless. He would call me a liar and try to 
escape. Then | would have to take certain precautions, so he wouldn't do it again and | didn't want to. | liked him, 
even if | didn't show him that. 

Even if he was an annoying, spoiled, ungrateful piece of shit. 


"Look kid, you asked for the truth, | gave it to you. Don't be all pissy about it now.’ 


He turned to me and shot me a glare which only made me smirk. The boy had a spirit, | could give him that 
much. 


"You kidnapped me for something that | have nothing do with! I'm not being pissy, l'm just not exactly happy 
about the situation!" 


"| need you as a bargaining chip, that's all. If your parents love you, you'll be released fairly quickly” 
"They'll call the police" | let out a snort and shook my head. What a fucking fool 

"If they call the police, you'll be dead in less than a second They know that, they've been informed" 
He turned away again It had started to get dark and | got up to turn on a lamp. 

"And what if they called the police but you wouldn't know?" 

"Believe me, | would" 

"You'll get sentenced to death when they get you: 


He said it with such fucking determination in his voice, and although my chuckle was airy and | was used to 


such statements, | didn't like the idea. | didn't like the idea that he wanted them to find us. 


He would stay here for a year if needed, there was no chance in the world that I'd let him go. 


"| know, but do | look like | care?" 
"You do. They all say that they dont, but they secretly do. 

| mildly smiled "Oh really? And how many actual assassins have you met?" 

No answer, just an angry look. It was easier to outsmart him that he would've liked to think 


‘Ive been on the verge of dying for so many times that they've called it a clinical death. So in a way I've 


already been dead a few times. One time more doesn't matter to me." 
"You're saying that now, but | bet that during those other times you knew that you were going to make it” 


He still sounded so damn stubborn, so damn sassy that | wanted to punch that damn cheekiness out of him, 


but | preserved my anger, he wasn't worth it. 
It had been easy to take him with me. He had been sleeping deeply in his bed, there wasn't much resistance at 
all. Not that it would've helped him, considering how fucking skinny he was. A gust of wind could blow this kid 


away, he had no chance against me. 


Still, | had had to drug him up, so he wouldn't try anything stupid that would make me hurt him when we woke 


up, and manage to get him with me without anyone noticing, which was not the easiest task in the world. 


"Do you think that | fucking care about my own life when I've taken so many others before? It doesn't make a 


fucking difference to me anymore. Sooner or later, I'll burn in hell anyway." 
"IFs fucking stupid to think that your life is not important just for the sake of acting like a badass." 


"IFs fucking stupid to think that your life is important just because you consider yourself valuable or special, 
cause believe me, kid, you're not!", | snapped and he suddenly stilled. 


| had almost felt bad when | saw his parents sleeping in their bedroom right next to him. His room walls were 
covered in band posters and family pictures with smiling faces hanging on the walls. There had been this 
almost melancholic feeling inside of me, like every time. The melancholia of destroying a person's life and 


breaking a family apart. 


| knew that what my profession demanded me to do was cruel and merciless, and there was no other way to 


say it, but then again, justice needed to happen. On the other hand, who was | to talk about justice? 
| just did what | was paid to do, may it be illegal or not, may it be morally justifiable or not. 


And then, as if | hadn't been emotional enough yet - which was an accomplishment in and of itself, because | 


rarely got emotional - | felt him gently snuggling up to my chest in his drugged up sleep as | carried him up 


to my van. 
| had stopped in my tracks and looked down at him, bewildered at the unconscious action | had laid him onto 
the backseats, and having seen him laying there, his riotous curls tumbling over his face and breathing deeply, 


completely oblivious of what was happening, | had almost felt bad. He had looked so innocent, too innocent for 


the world. 
He had made me consider to drop the job and let someone else do it, and | didn't fucking know why. 


| sat down on the mattress again and let my gaze wander down his long back and legs. He murmured something 
inaudible, but | didn't particularly care what it was. 


"Excuse me?", | mocked. 

"They will find me and you'll pay", he murmured. 

"They neither know where you are, nor who | am", | replied. 

"So when will | get released?" Now his voice just sounded exhausted, and almost sad. 


"As soon as your parents agree to sell the medication. It's against the law to sell medication that could save so 


many lives around the world for such a sum of money, you know." 
"lts also against the law to kidnap and chain people up." 
| released a low chuckle. "Boy, you just don't get it, dont you?" 


He completely sank down on the mattress, his hair falling on his face and hiding him from me. Somehow | much 


preferred to see his eyes while talking to him. 

"| have a name." His voice was weak, but still insistent. 

| chuckled again. "Yeah, | know, kid" 

He didn't respond, just continued to lie there, not moving. | felt bad for him, | really did. He was a victim of the 
circumstances and completely helpless to change anything. It wasn't his fault that his parents were assholes 
and it most definitely wasn't his fault that he was chained up and made pliant, even if he was still annoying. 


"You know, behave well and I'll consider untying your hands." 


That didn't make him move either, he just released a sarcastic and drawn out "Yay." 


Ungrateful little shit. 


| refused to think of how a good slap in the face would put him back to his place and shook my head. "I could 


also gag you, so you would shut the fuck up for a moment 

He still didn't move. "Asshole", he said. 

| smiled. "Thank you. Do you want a blindfold too?" His head moved sideways, hiding him from me even more. 
"Then better watch your mouth, boy." He shifted and turned around again, those bright eyes looking up at me. 
"Sorry", he murmured, although it locked like he didn't mean it. 


| rolled my eyes and got up again. "You will be if you'll keep running your mouth. I'm not a very patient man, as 


you might have noticed." 

He glared at me as | turned away from him. "Not a very sane one either", | heard him murmur and froze. 

| beg your pardon?" 

Silence. So | was not supposed to hear that. | turned back to the boy and found him looking at me with wide, 
slightly frightened eyes. He knew that | was not just playing with him and | liked that. Although in a way | kind 
of was, | guess. 

"N-nothing..” 

It was not that | was offended by what he said, it was that | was threatening him way too much without doing 
anything. He had to understand who was in control. | knelt down by the edge of the mattress and the kid 


instantly scooted away from me. 


"So you do want to be gagged and blindfolded? You'd deserve to be taught a lesson’, | said and a dark chuckle 
escaped my lips. | had to admit that it was amusing to see him so fearful. 


"How the fuck would you teach me a lesson?", he asked, sounding rather scared, 


| reached out and let my hand trail down his side, not missing the way he shuddered. "I don't know, I'll have to 


wait for an especially cocky statement.” 


The kid looked up at me, appearing shocked and bewildered. | had to admit, those deep blue eyes were nice to 
look at. He was nice to look at in general. For a stupid fucking kid, of course. 


"I-l'm sorry. l'm not gonna talk anymore." 


| gave him a mockingly friendly smile and rustled his hair, which made him flinch. "Good boy. It would be a 
shame if | had to shut up you up in a different way.” 


His expression was priceless and | barely held back laughter. He shook his head and flinched to the side, away 


from my hand. Suddenly a bit of that anger from before came back to his eyes and he shot me a disgusted 
look 


I'd rather die than suck your dick" | tilted my head slightly, pretending to be confused, even though the 


innuendo in my previous comment had been rather obvious. 


"Sucking dick? | never mentioned anything about that. But it's nice that you think about me that way, l'm 
flattered" 


He simply glared at me this time, choosing to keep silent. Whether he wanted or not, he was learning from his 


mistakes. | just gave him a bright grin in return 
"What, no clever retort? No snapping back at me and acting like you have a choice in anything here?" 


| could practically see the internal conflict happening inside of him, with one side wanting to answer me and the 


other, more reasonable one, telling him to shut the fuck up, because things could get even worse. 


Eventually there was a clear winner when he lowered his eyes and shook his head. But | wasn't gonna let this 


go just like that. Oh no, | would have my fun with this. 


| bet you want it, don't you? No offense, kiddo, but just based on your appearance | could guess that you're 
not exactly intrigued by tits and pussy." 


Another glare, this time a more disgusted one. He obviously didn't realize that | was just messing around with 
him. 


"You must want it so fucking bad. A big, hard, veiny cock stuffed balls-deep into your throat. | bet your 
straight edge parents never let you off the leash to go out and have that kind of fun? Well, I'm all here for 


you." 


| leaned closer to him as | said that and he jerked away from me with a sneer on his face. 
"Shut the fuck up." 


Ah, finally, the breaking point. He sounded weak and almost remorseful despite his words, but | wasn't gonna 


punish him for this, since | provoked it. | wasn't some moral-less scumbag, but he didn't have to know that. 


So | knelt down on the mattress, getting extremely close to him and gripped my dick through my pants, looking 
at him suggestively. 


"Come on, don't be shy." 


Actual fear flashed in his eyes and he frantically scrambled as far away from me as he could. | leaned down 
until | was practically face to face with him and | didn't know what he thought I'd do to him, but he actually 
yelped at the sudden proximity and shrunk back. 


That's when | started feeling kind of shitty about what | was doing and instead of doing anything else to scare 
him even more, | just leaned down to his ear and whispered a low "Goodnight"; before standing up, turning off 


the lights and leaving to my room. 


| think | gave him enough food for thought for one night. 


Needed 


Author's Notes: 
Now we're getting to the dirty stuff.. 


My whole body shook as | violently got ripped out of my sleep. It took a minute for me to orientate myself. | 
was still chained to the heater, and faint city lights shone in through the window. But it was the hard-on 
throbbing between my legs that really disturbed me. 


| had dreamed of him, of that man. How he had pushed me down to my knees and made me suck his cock, then 
took me like an ordinary whore on the floor. And the worst thing was that | had loved it. | only remembered 
screaming and whimpering in pleasure, begging him to go harder and give it to me like to no one before. Heat 


spread through my body as | recalled the erotic thoughts that had rushed through my mind. 


| shook my head to clear things out, but it didn't really help anything. My dick twitched and | groaned. Being a 


constantly horny teenager did have its advantages and disadvantages. 


My dick was demanding attention and it didn't care that it wasn't the right time or place for it. | felt 
absolutely disgusted with myself. The man kidnapped me and | was having dreams about him fucking me. What 


kind of a freak was |? He didn't even look that good. | was having wet dreams about a murderer. 


But again, my body didn't care. It wanted his dick, not his morals or conscience. | groaned and flipped on my 
stomach, making the chains rattle, and pressing my hard-on between the matress and myself, creating some 


much needed pressure. 


| couldn't help but thrust my hips forward. A moan almost ripped out of my mouth, but | muffled it into the 
mattress. Another thrust. This time | wasn't able to hold it back and loudly whimpered. My hips paused for a 
second, | didn't want to wake him up after. After a reasonable amount of time, | started thrusting forward 


again. 


Oh fuck, the feeling was too incredible and | couldn't help but think about those blue eyes, broad shoulders and 
long legs as | did it. It was embarrassing, but | just wanted to get myself off. My breath was becoming heavier 
and | sped up, desperate to climax and pretend that it had never happened the next morning. 


Suddenly light filled the room. | stopped in horror and quickly turned to my side. He was standing there in the 
doorway, his hand on a light switch. A small smirk spread on his lips as my eyes met his and, oh god, he was 
wearing nothing but his underwear. His body looked even better than in my dream and it helped nothing to 
relax the pulsating heat in my groin My cheeks grew unbearably hot, | didn't know what | could even say in 
this situation. Luckily, he spared me there. 


"Enjoying yourself, | see?" 
| just lay there frozen, but he probably didn't expect me to answer. 


‘| just came here to tell you to stop moaning, whimpering and yelling "harder" in your sleep, ‘cause it was 


making me hard in my workplace, but." He looked down my body and licked his lip slightly. 
"| gotta admit, this is quite a sight" 


| had completely turned to stone. | could just lay there and stare at him with wide eyes and burning cheeks, 
trying to cover up my hard dick, as if it would fucking help. The fact that | glared at his torso with hunger 
also wasn't really helping me with my problem. He cocked an eyebrow and hooked his thumbs into the 
waistband of his boxers, as if he was about to slide them down. 


| made myself look away. | wouldn't let myself be fooled by him. | hid my face in the mattress and hoped that 
he would just leave, but then | heard the sound of footsteps on the wooden floor, and my emotions swung 
between frightful excitement and frightful horror. | felt hands gripping onto my sides and struggled weakly, not 
wanting to cooperate so easily, but my body did in making my dick twitch as it pressed against the mattress 


one more time before | got flipped over, my hands uncomfortably digging into my lower back. 


He straddled me. | tried to kick him and mewled, not looking at him, but | heard him giving a deep chuckle and 
holding me in place with no effort at all. 


"| like it when you struggle", he murmured. His hand gripped my jaw and he made me look at him, eyes making 


my skin feel hot and cold simultaneously. 

Then his other hand trailed down my chest to my lower stomach and stayed there, slipping it underneath and 
teasing my skin which made me give an involuntary moan. Yes, | was needy. Or at least my subconsciousness 
Was. 

"Damn, you need it bad", he breathed out. 

| hectically shook my head. He smiled, a predatory look in his eyes. Then he slid his hand into my boxers and 
started kneading my dick, making me give in to the pleasure like someone switched the light in my brain off. 
My chest trembled as | breathed in and out in a fast pace, soon wanting more. 


He teased me, taking me to the edge only to violently pull me back again 


| couldn't hold back any longer. Gone was pride, reason and hate. | did what | had never done before, | forgot all 


my common sense. 


"Pleasel", | cried out. 


"What?", he asked, running his thumb over the tip of my cock 
"Fuck me already", | moaned and he pulled his hand out of my boxers immediately. 


He looked down at me. "Poor baby", he said. "No, l'm not going to fuck you. Who knows who's been in that ass 


before." 


His whisper sent a shudder down my body. | was disgusted by myself and the humiliation certainly didn't help. 
He suddenly pressed his leg to my waiting cock, making me shudder. | almost desperately bucked up to him, 
silently begging him with my eyes. 


"Now grind against my leg until you come." 


My eyes widened slightly. He wanted me to hump his leg like some sort of a yappy dog. It was demeaning, but 
it wasn't really a matter of dignity at the moment. My body needed a release and it needed it fast, because 
my dick was almost painfully hard at this point: 


| turned my eyes away from his, choosing to look at his chest instead. The broad, tan chest with slight traces 
of light hair on it. God, | wanted to run my hand over it so badly. 


The man impatiently pushed his leg against my dick again and | let out a soft whimper. 
"| said grind against me!" 


His commanding tone reminded me of the dream again. The way he had told me to stay still as he fucked me. 
It was all too much and | bucked my hips up, making my dick rub against his thigh. My breath hitched and | 


immediately repeated the action. 


My hands were numb at this point but | couldn't care less. | rubbed myself against his leg and threw my head 
back, moaning at the friction slowly building up. | shivered as he pressed himself harder against my hips, his 
eyes never stopping to look at me. The eye contact sending hot waves through my body and making me dizzy. 


His hand gripped my hips to guide me and made me move even faster. 


Images of him pushing into me while having his tongue in my mouth flashed through my mind and | gave a 
loud moan, not even trying to cover up how turned on | was anymore. Before | could think of what | was doing, 


| wrapped one leg around him and rubbed myself at his leg more tightly, my lips slightly parted. 


A strangled sound left my throat as | already felt my orgasm building up and my body started to shake, 
desperately needing to get off. | whimpered as the head of my cock got trapped between his leg and my hips. | 
felt his hot breath on my face and arched my back off the mattress, panting heavily as the waves rushed 


straight down and centered themselves in my groin. 


"Come on, that's it", he breathed into my ear, and his deep voice was all that it took. | came with a grunt, 


messily sullying my boxers and moaning loudly. 

My leg grabbed him tighter as | rode out my orgasm. He stopped and | felt him eyeing me. As my body came 
down from the aftershocks and | was only a spent, shivering mess, he freed himself from me and stood up, 
leaving me on the mattress, panting. 


lm so thinking about you while jerking off tonight.” 


"W-wait.." The word left my mouth before | had time to think what | was saying. It was my post-orgasmic 
daze talking, not me. 


He turned back my way, his eyebrows slightly furrowed, and looked at me expectantly for a moment. It was 


hard to put words together in my hazy mind, but | did my best 

"| could help you too?" 

A small smirk appeared on his lips and he arched an eyebrow. "Help me? Who told you that | need your help?" 
"l-1 don't know | just thought." My cheeks were unbearably hot and | cast my eyes down in shame. 


This was downright humiliating, | was offering myself to him almost as a sex toy of some sort and he was 


rejecting me. 

"That's hilarious, just yesterday you seemed to be disgusted by the thought of my dick" 

My cheeks got burning hot and | cast my eyes down in shame. 

"Uh... Nevermind." 

The man suddenly knelt down by the mattress and took my jaw, forcing me to look up at him. His eyes 
inspected my face, then travelled down my body, all the way to my cum-stained underwear. | felt vulnerable, 


exposed and pathetic. It was almost like he was inspecting me if | was good enough. 


He ran his thumb over my cheek, in an uncharacteristically gentle manner for him. Then it traveled to my lips 


and gently caressed them as well. | was just watching him with wide eyes, not really sure what to expect next. 
"You know, maybe you could." 

With that he quickly got on his feet again, dragging me up by the arm into a kneeling position 

My heart sped up. | looked up and inhaled this musky, manly scent that made him seem so powerful. | felt my 


arms tingle as the blood rushed back into them and leaned forward. He grabbed the edges of his waistband and 
pulled his boxers down. | almost gasped at the sight of his hard cock, but before my dizzy brain could admire 


the sight more, he forcefully grabbed me by the hair and forced my head forward. 


Since | wasn't able to use my hands, he took his cock in his other hand and it slipped between my lips 
effortlessly. | almost moaned at the salty taste that was even stronger than the smell, and | had to admit 


that it was as intoxicating as it was addictive. 


| managed to take in more and circled my tongue around the tip while simultaneously tightening my lips, which 
brought a little growl out of him and he pushed his hips forward, sliding in deeper. 


Back was the roughness and merciless that | had pleaded to have in my dream. 


| started moving my head up and down as far as his grip on my hair would allow me, looking up at him eagerly 
the entire time. He watched me and met each movement of my head with a small thrust, each of them going 


deeper and deeper into my mouth. 


His face was straight and unimpressed, so | obviously had to try harder. | relaxed my throat as much as | 
could which allowed him to slide in all the way. 


He gave out a small gaps which was accompanied by a sudden deep groan as he started sliding in and out of 
me, pushing down my throat every time. | was trying to suck on his cock the best | could, licking it's underside 
with each thrust. He seemed to be pleased by that, because his hand was tangling tighter in my hair, 


encouraging me. 


"Fuck.", was all that he managed to growl out through gritted teeth and | responded to it with a hum that 
sent vibration through his length. Based on his sloppy thrusts | guessed that he was getting close, so | started 


moving even faster. 
As embarrassing as it was, sucking him off was the most erotic thing | had ever experienced. 


| wasn't exactly inexperienced with men since | had been fooling around with other guys for quite a while now, 
but no one came close to this man. The warm flesh in my mouth slid in deeper as he thrust in and out of me, 


making me gag along the way. 


His grip in my hair hurt but | moaned at the sensation, letting him know how much | wanted this. His hips 
stuttered and | attempted to tighten my throat, ready to swallow every drop he would spill into my mouth, 
but instead he pulled out, making me give a gasp and shoot him a questioning look 


He winked at me, quickly jerked himself off and before | could think of what he was about to do and pull away, 
he came all over my face with a grunt, the hot substance shooting over my skin and dribbling down my 
cheeks. He released his grip on my hair, making me fall back to the mattress, took a deep breath and tugged 
his cock back into his boxer shorts, leaning down and patting my head. 


"Good boy." 


He looked over my face that was splashed with his warm seed and smiled, looking proud of his handiwork and 
wiped off a small drop that was right by my eye. With that he stood up straight again and wordlessly left, 
turning the light off behind him. 


| lied there completely unmoved for what felt like forever, feeling satisfied and completely spent, but at the 
same time disgusted by myself. | had allowed him to use me as a fucking blow up doll and | loved every second 
of it. His scent still filled the air around me and | greedily breathed it in, feeling my body reacting to it in a 
form of small shudders that went down my back. 


God, he was so hot. Just everything about him screamed of masculinity and power. 


His semen was starting to dry on my face, but my hands were still tied behind me, so | resorted to rubbing 
my cheeks against the corner of the mattress. It did clean the stuff off of my skin, but at the same time it 
made some of the sticky mass get into my hair where it would undoubtedly dry up and look absolutely 
disgusting later. | released a sigh and sank into my so-called bed. 


Conversations with him weren't overly comfortable anyway and this was certainly not gonna make the situation 
any better. He might not talk to me at all or he could do this again Use my helplessness to fulfill his 


animalistic needs. | loved that idea way more than | should've. 


But in my head one small detail about those encounters was different - | imagined my hands to be free. Free 
to roam his muscles and tug at his hair, to slide over his cock and grab at his ass. | quickly stopped myself 
before | wandered too deep into these thoughts again. Making myself hard again wasn't something that 


would've helped me at the moment. 


| closed my eyes and attempted to fall asleep, the feeling of those large, rough hands still lingering on my body. 


Endured 


When | woke up next morning my face still felt sticky, my hair was even greasier and my arms felt numb. | 
needed a shower, desperately. And the fact that | heard the TV running and would probably see a shack of 
brown hair if | turned around made me feel even more miserable. | groaned and did it anyway, looking at the 


back of his head. 


| wondered what my parents were doing right now. 

Were they thinking about me? And my friends? They were probably worried sick, not knowing where | was. And 
| was still unsure what to think of the man's words. My parents couldn't be so cruel, | was sure of that. But 
on the other hand, | never really knew about their job. 


They had told me | was "too young" and that | "wouldn't understand’. Now that | thought about it, | started to 
question their work. What if they really did what the man had said? 


| cleared my throat, but he didn't move. It was kind of hard to attract attention when | didn't know his name. | 


sat up, making the chain rattle and that finale made him turn around. 


"Can | shower?", | asked, avoiding to cross his look He raised an eyebrow at me and | nervously swallowed. 


"Please?" 
He stood up and eyed me. "Looks like you need it." 


| bit my tongue to not answer "Fuck you", and nodded. He approached me and unlocked the chain from the 
heater. | got dragged up and shoved into the bathroom, which almost made me stumble and | cursed. That 
earned me a hard slap on the thigh which made me wince and | shot him a glare, but didn't say anything. 


He got to stand behind me and started opening the knot that held my wrists together. | felt his breath on my 
neck and the heat of his body, goosebumps forming on my skin. | imagined how he would press himself against 
me and grind against my ass, leaving bites and marks on my neck, but then quickly oppressed the violent 


thoughts rushing through my mind like a wildfire. 

The knot got opened and | immediately rubbed my wrists, sighing at the relief. The fact that | was going to get 
clean made me excited and | was about to push my boxers down when | remembered that he was still closely 
standing behind me. | turned around and faced him. His gaze made me shudder. 


"Could you... 


He raised his eyebrows. "Yeah?" This was entirely too uncomfortable, considering that | had had his dick in my 


mouth just hours ago. 


"Turn around? Maybe?" 


The man smirked and stepped a little closer, making tingles run down my body at his close presence. 


"And here | thought that you'll ask me to join you." Oh, god yes. Just the idea of showering with him and being 
pressed against his solid, wet body made me hold in a moan If it wasn't for my shreds of dignity that were 
screaming at me not to do it, | would have asked. But since they were still there, | just turned my look away 


from him. 
"No." 
He released a light chuckle. "No? That's not what you were saying yesterday." 


| glowered at him, but he still raised his hand slightly and slowly slid it under my shirt. The feeling of him 
tracing my stomach made me gasp, but | still took a shaky step back He gave me a look that seemed 
somewhat intrigued and lowered his hand. 


"Alright then. The shower is yours and no, | can't turn away." 


He seemed way too satisfied with his statement and | gave him a glare. It was pointless to argue, | was the 


one who was chained up here. If | tried to be cocky he could refuse to let me shower altogether. 


So with slightly hesitant hands | took the edge of my shirt and slowly raised it over my head. | asked myself if 
he would remove the chain, but he didn't move and | thought that it was dumb to even hope to get rid of it. 


| only dared to glance at the man briefly, but | saw him watching me with interested eyes. Next were my 
boxers and | decided that there was really no further reason to hesitate after what happened that night. | 
pulled them down and stepped out of them, not looking at the man once, but | could feel his eyes burning holes 


in my naked skin. 


| turned around, being fully aware that | was giving him a nice view of my ass and climbed into the bathtub. 
He let go of the chain and it rattled behind me. From the corner of my eye | saw the man lowering the toilet 
lid and sitting down on it. | turned on the water and sighed as warmth ran down my body. The bar of soap and 
the half-empty bottle of shampoo were my biggest treasures at the moment. | almost forgot that there was 
an unfairly hot man sitting not even two metres away from me and watching me. 


| started massaging the shampoo into my hair. It felt incredible to finally get rid of all the dirt. | ran my 
fingers over my scalp and peeked an eye open to look at him. He was watching me calmly, not showing any 
signs of arousal or need. | rinsed out my hair and started washing my body with soap, focusing on my chest 


and arms. 


But | knew that sooner or later | had to get lower, and | was weirdly keen on finding out what he would do. | 
laid my head back and hummed at the warm water, the remains of foam sliding down my back and to my ass. 


| turned my head and caught his eyes. 


They glowed with something dark and | couldn't really classify what it was, but it made a shiver run down my 
spine. His intense gaze stayed on me as | reached to wash my lower stomach. | avoided to look at him and kinda 


wanted him to stop because it started making me feel uncomfortable. 
The sound of a zipper getting pulled down made me look up. 


| was afraid to look at him, but | did, not being able to contain my curiosity. My eyes widened slightly as | saw 
his hand lazily stroking his semi-hard dick while his eyes were fixated on my body. He was biting down on his 
lower lip and for some reason that particular detail caught my attention. | realized that throughout what 
happened yesterday, we didn’t kiss once and all of a sudden that was really frustrating. His lips were fuller 


than mine and | could only imagine how good it would feel to have them hungrily latching onto my mouth. 


He must have finally noticed that | was looking at him and met my eyes. A defiant look spread across his face, 
as if he was asking what | was going to do about this situation And honestly, | didn't know. On one hand | 
wanted to ask him to stop, because the fact that the man who kidnapped me was jerking off while watching me 
shower revolted me. On the other hand, | wanted him. Badly. | wanted him to take me roughly from behind, the 
way he did in that dream. | was conflicted, to say the least. Suddenly, | got an idea. 


He couldn't really punish me for things that | did "unintentionally", right? So with slow movements | bent down 
and started washing my legs, sticking my ass out his way. A small growl came from him and | could hear the 


sound of skin slapping against skin becoming quicker. 


| almost grinned, but preserved my unfazed mine and slid my hands up to my thighs, over my waist where 
the chain was still locked, then around it and over my ass, spreading the foam all over myself. The fact that 
he seemed to get aroused from the sight of my body made me somehow feel powerful. | turned around and 
watched him. Was he visualizing something, maybe even with me? Would he like to fuck me? | watched his hand 
massaging his length. He was big, a decent size and length. 


Yesterday | hadn't had the chance to admire his manhood, but now | looked at it and my mouth almost 
watered. | shook my head, cursing myself in my head, washed all the remaining soap off my body and rinsed 
out my hair one more time. Somewhere in the process | heard him giving a groan and suppressed the urge to 


turn around and see him come a second time. 


| had loved the blissful look on his face the previous night, in a sick, twisted way. But | was also afraid of the 
moment when | had to turn off the water and step out of the bathtub, into the arms of my kidnapper. 


Sadly, the moment eventually had to come. | washed myself one, final time and, with a slightly trembling hand, 
turned off the water. The next few moments were unbearably awkward as | waited for him to tuck his dick 
back into his pants and hand me a trowel. He eventually did and | took it without looking at him. That made him 


chuckle as | dried myself. 


"Aw, look who suddenly turned shy. Just a minute ago you were teasing me and now you can't look me in the 


eye. 
| did though, | met his amused look and tried to look genuinely confused. "What are you talking about?" 


His look suddenly darkened as he gripped my hips and violently pulled me out of the bathtub, forcing me to 
drop the towel and hold onto his shoulders, not to lose my balance. The chain rattled against the surface of 
the bathtub as it fell out after me. As soon as my feet touched the cold tiles, he pressed our bodies together 


and started massaging my ass, making me whimper involuntarily. 

"You know damn well what l'm talking about" 

| was looking at him with wide eyes as | realized that | was still holding onto his shoulders and quickly let go. 
"N-no.." 


He grinned at me mockingly, leaned down and kissed my temple. | shuddered, desperately wanting those lips on 


my own. 


"You know, there's a general rule that | have, not to get sexually involved with the bargaining chips. But you, 


kid.." He looked down my body as his hands slid from my ass to my sides. 


| felt myself blush and looked away from him. He brought up his hand and tried to make me look back at him, 
but | stubbornly refused to meet his eyes. 


| heard him give out a sigh as he reluctantly stepped away from me. "Fine. Your clothes are dirty, do you want 
new ones?" 

That caught my attention | knew that the only other option would probably be to wear his clothes, so | was 
reluctant. On the other hand, my shirt and boxers really did smell like sweat and semen, so the option to put 
them on my newly clean skin seemed gross to say the least. | lowered my head in shame and absently rubbed 


my sore wrists. 


"Yes." He cocked his head and looked at me, expecting something. | shot him a questioning look, but then | 
realized what it was and lowered my gaze again "Please." 


He took the chain in his hand and dragged me along with him, so | was forced to stumble after, naked and with 
burning cheeks. | pressed my lips together and watched as he rummaged through the wardrobe and seemed to 
search for something fitting for me to wear. Apart from the fact that | was completely naked and felt cold, | 


was now standing next to the picture that was hanging on the wall. 


The woman in it was blonde and had blue eyes, just like him. They were looking at each other and smiling 
happily. A thought crossed my mind. Did he cheat on her with me? Maybe she was an ex-girlfriend that he 
tried to forget with getting pleasure from me. | looked back at him. Tall, broad shoulders, long legs. He wouldn't 
have a problem with women after all. My stomach clenched as | caught myself thinking of him in very 


inappropriate places and situations, preferably on top of me. | swallowed and my gaze stopped at his ass. My 
thoughts were abruptly interrupted by two pieces of clothing thrust into my hand. 


"No need to eat me up with your glances", he mocked me. 


| looked at them. Boxers and a t-shirt, how marvelous and exciting. He must have seen the look | gave the 


clothes and snorted. 
"What did you expect, a suit and a tie?", he asked, obviously bugged out. 


| shook my head and put on the boxers, then the shirt, hiding my face behind wet hair. | couldn't remember 
the last time | had been so happy to be clean and smell fresh. The clothes were a little loose but, oh god, they 
smelled just like him. | wanted to bury my nose in them and inhale the scent, but | tried to preserve control 


and shifted from one foot to the other, not knowing what he would do next. 


The man quickly glanced up and down my body, then smirked, looking somehow satisfied about seeing me with 
his clothes on. It was a weird feeling, wearing his clothing almost made me feel like | belonged to him. As sick 
and twisted as it sounded. 


| was quite literally pulled out of my thoughts when he yanked the chain and made me follow him back to the 
living room. He quickly tied me up to the heater again and was about to grab the cloth that he used for tying 
my hands, but something made him pause. He took my forearms and inspected my wrists. They had red lines 
on them from constant rubbing. 


He quickly glanced at my eyes, then back at the wrists. They looked ridiculously slim compared to his strong 
hands. Finally he let go of me and stood up. 


I'm not gonna tie you up. Look at it as a bit of encouragement for your good behavior." With that he turned 
around and went to the fridge. 


"Or a reward for being so good at sucking dick. Either one, really." 


Subdued 


His words made my cheeks heat up and | lied down on the mattress, shielding my face with my still damp hair. 
The mattress reeked horrible, but it was not like | had a choice. 


The man went on to start cooking something and the smell of food filled the small apartment. My stomach 


grumbled, reminding me that | hadn't eaten yet that day. 

Another smell that was taking over my senses was the musky aroma that came from his shirt. | couldn't get 
enough of it and eventually just ended up pulling the collar of the shirt all the way up to my nose, but luckily 
he wasn't looking at me. | inhaled the scent and gasped quietly, feeling the need to rub my nose against the 
fabric. Suddenly he placed something from the pan into a plate and turned my way. A snort left his mouth. 
"Are you seriously smelling the shirt, kiddo?" 


| quickly lowered the collar again and shook my head slightly. He rolled his eyes and sat down on the mattress 


next to me, with the plate in his hand. | saw some bacon and eggs on it, which made my mouth water. 
"Good, you shouldn't. Not when you have the real thing right in front of you." 


He gave me an overconfident smirk which almost made me roll my eyes, but | didn't dare to. Being able to 


move my hands around just felt way too nice. 

| lifted myself up and crossed my legs next to him. He handed me the plate and a fork. | was actually surprised 
that he trusted me with a fork around him, it could be used as a weapon of some sort after all. Not that I'd 
have enough strength to actually do something to him. 

As soon as the plate was in my lap, | started eating. The food was really good, or maybe that was just my 
hunger speaking, who knew, but | tried to eat it as slowly as possible. | had some manners after all. He casually 
watched me and furrowed his eyebrows a little. 

"Come on kid, | know that you're hungry.’ 

| looked up at him, hesitated for a second and then shoved an entire piece of bacon into my mouth. He shifted 
a little further onto the mattress, leaning against the wall and still watching me. | was finished eating in 
minutes and shyly handed him the plate. 

"Thank you", | muttered. 


He just gave me an odd look "It's my job." 


With that he lifted himself up and put the plate in the sink. He was about to walk back to his room when | 


decided to use his good mood for my advantage. 
"Can | ask you a question?" He stopped and turned to look at me. 
"Depends." 


| swallowed nervously and forced myself not to lower my eyes. "I was thinking if you could maybe tell me a 
little more about what my parents did?" 


He furrowed his eyebrows and looked to the side, crossing his arms. Then he cleared his throat and leaned 


against the back of the sofa 


"Well, they invented a medication as | already told you, and it can completely heal a common type of cancer. 
Not the last stages, but still.. Your parents suggested selling it for twenty thousand dollars each dose. Kind of 
an asshole move if you ask me. Anyway, | got assigned to get you from your house and keep you here. As far 


as | know they haven't accepted the conditions so far and that's why I'm still keeping you." 


| frowned at the last sentence. Didn't my parents want to get me back? Insecurity took over me and | just had 
to lower my head. 


"And if they don't accept them?", | asked. | must have sounded pretty sad, because his gaze darkened. 


"Then | can either keep you or kill you." | didn't answer, just hugged my knees. "I've killed everyone so far." That 
made my heart sting a little. 


| wasn't supposed to get hurt by his words, but it sounded just like "You're nothing special". And | had always 


wished to be something special to people around me. To absolutely everyone, as silly and insecure as it was. 


| looked to my side and swallowed, getting the sudden urge to yank at the chain while screaming and crying, but 
| felt numb. He looked at me, seemingly analyzing my reaction | didn't want to beg him not to kill me, that 
would have been pathetic, so | stayed silent. 


"Doesn't mean that I'll kill you", he added. | looked up and gave him a hopeful look. For the first time | felt 
something like trust for him, even though his eyes were as cold as before. | wanted to believe his words, even 


if | had no reason to. 


He slowly approached me again and knelt down in front of me. | looked up and his eyes scanned my face. Our 
looks locked He reached out and his thumb touched my lower lip. | raised my hand and hesitantly laid it on his. 


It was all so much gentler than before, he seemed different. 


Suddenly a phone rang. | saw an exasperated look appearing in his eyes as he got up and pulled the phone out 
of his jeans pocket. 


"Hello?" He sounded annoyed, 


Like he didn't want whatever was about to happen between us to get interrupted. It made me feel good. Just 
good. That he cared about me, at least to some extent. As the person on the other end spoke, his look 
suddenly darkened. Not in worry, but in something that almost seemed like rage. 


"Is it really necessary? | mean, it's their fucking kid we're talking about" 


My heart sank. The phone call was about me. The man shot me a quick look that seemed entirely too pissed 
off for my liking. He turned away again and ran his hand over his face. 


"I know.. But shouldn't this be enough? They don't know where he is or if he's okay. The fuck kind of parents 
are they?" Another pause. "Fine. I'll do it" 


He took the phone away from his ear and shoved it back into his pocket. His eyes were on me again. He seemed 


thoughtful. Before | had the chance to ask what was wrong, he came up to me and knelt down again. 


"Look, kid. We'll have to shoot this video. A hostage video for your parents, because they refuse to agree with 
the conditions." 


My eyes widened. A hostage video. That sounded frightening. What terrified me even more was the fact that 
my parents refused to just give away the cure to save my life. It made my heart ache. | meant so little to 


them. 


The man must have seen my fear and sadness, because he gave me a look and laid his hand on my shoulder. | 
shivered slightly at his touch and met his eyes that seemed almost reassuring. 


Ill have to tie you to a chair, maybe put a gag in your mouth that I'll dramatically pull out and you'll just 
repeat the conditions to those assholes that you call mom and dad. We'll make it seem a bit worse than it is, 


like you didn't just have bacon and eggs for breakfast. Okay?" 


| hesitantly nodded. It was not like | had a choice in this situation, but it was nice of him to make me feel like | 
did. | also appreciated the fact that he told me what was going to happen. | was starting to believe this man 


more and more, it almost seemed like at this moment he gave more of a fuck about me than my own parents. 


He suddenly didn't seem like an emotionless asshole anymore, but that sure as fuck wouldn't get me to fully 


trust him. 


It was easy to set up the camera and place a stool in front of it. It wasn't easy to drag up the kid and tie him 
to the stool. Not because he resisted or anything, but because | felt like an asshole while doing it. He didn't look 


frightened anymore, he looked rather interested. | shouldn't have reassured him. 
"You'll just have to read off these words and then we're done. Just try to seem somewhat scared, okay?" 


He nodded. His hair was starting to dry and shone in the dim light falling through the window. It was curling 
more than before now, and | found that nicer than | should have. | stood behind the camera and held up the 
piece of paper with lines that he had to say. 


| personally hated those videos. They were cliché, unnecessary and melodramatic. But it was my job to either 

make the people pay the price or let the hostage die. There was usually no in between But he was looking up 

at me, blue eyes open with hope, and he looked too happy. As much as he wanted to make me believe that he 
hated me, there was something affectionate to be found in his eyes and | didn't like it. | sighed. 


"Scared, boy", | roughly said. 


He obviously wasn't a good actor because | couldn't see his expression changing one bit. | gave him a bored look 


and got up to him. 


"Look, if you want me to let you go sooner, just think about how | kidnapped you, | am the big bad kidnapper 
and I'm going to kill you. Your parents want you back, but you have to encourage them to get you back. Can 


you do that?" 


He nodded, and then | saw sadness and fear washing over his face. Much better. | started to record the video 


and let him read down the conditions, but his voice was too steady and he didn't seem broken enough. 


| massaged my temples and turned the camera off. | knelt down beside him. "Look, if you look satisfied and 


happy, no one will believe what you read" 

The look he gave me was exasperated. "| can't do better, I'm sorry", he snapped, sounding rather pissed off. 

| rolled my eyes. "I was just telling you what to do. You want your parents to take you back home, don't you?" 
Now he seemed guilty and almost apologetic. | raised my hand and touched his cheek. | really didn't want to do 
this. His eyes got warm and almost affectionate. | stood up, feeling almost sorry for what | was about to do. 


He looked up at me with those pretty eyes and | clenched my teeth. 


Then | struck out my hand and slapped him hard in the face, so hard that his head snapped to the left and he 


gave a shocked and pained sound. He looked up at me, eyes wide. 


And then | saw tears forming in them. Shit, | was really sorry. The look he gave was equated with betrayal. 
But that was just my way of doing things, making them feel good and then turning into a cold-blooded ass 
again. The difference now was that | actually felt bad as | watched a tear rolling down his cheek. 


Despite that, the look | gave him back was cold and emotionless, just to show him that | didn't care. He was the 
subdued one and he had to fathom that. It was cruel, but | had to make him seem broken and desperate. 


"Now read." My tone was completely inexorable. 


| turned on the camera again and he read the few lines, his voice shaky and weak | felt horrible seeing him like 


this. Normally | had no problem with seeing people in pain. Normally. 


| wanted to take off all those restraints, wipe his tears off and hug him, telling him that everything was going 
to be okay, as cheesy as all that sounded. But we had a stupid video to make. The kid started sobbing by the 


end of it and | felt like a complete asshole, which | was. 


But for fuck's sake, | had killed people in the past and felt less guilt than for slapping this kid. He was making 
me soft. Finally it was done and he lowered his head as | turned off the camera. When | walked up to untie him, 
| saw his body visibly tensing. | reached out to take off the cloth that | used for tying his hands behind him 


and he flinched away from me, as far as the restraints would allow him. That stung more than it should have. 


| dragged him back to the mattress and tied him to the heater again. The boy didn't look at me once. As soon 
as | was done he turned his back to me and | could see his body trembling slightly as he cried. | should have 
just turned around and left. It was my job to keep him here, not to take care of his emotional well-being. | 


wasn't supposed to care. But | did. And | hated him for that. 


That goddamn kid made me care about him as something more than a hostage or a pretty face to jack off to. 
| felt like a complete piece of shit for hurting him both physically and emotionally, so | walked up to the edge 
of the mattress and sat down. 


Broken 
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"Kid?" No response. | reached out my hand and laid it on his shoulder, but that just made him shrink back into 


the mattress even more. | closed my eyes and sighed. 
"Jason?" That made the trembling stop for a second. He was listening. 


| had to do it" | didn't have to explain myself to him, but | was. "You had to look broken and you weren't. The 
whole point of this video is to scare your parents into agreeing with the conditions. You, calmly sitting on a 
chair and looking up at me with those puppy-dog eyes of yours wouldn't have done it. | mean, you want to go 
back to your parents, don't you?" 


Silence. For a moment | already thought that he wasn't going to answer. Then | hated the fact that his raspy 


voice made relief wash over me. 


"They don't want me back. | don't mean anything to them. | want to be free, but | don't want to go back to 
them" 


| understood the kid, his parents were terrible people. Not that | was in a position to speak. | lowered my hand 
from his shoulder and was about to stand up when he suddenly turned to lay on his back and looked at me. His 
big, tearful, blue eyes caught my attention first. They were slightly red and puffy. Then | saw the big, red 
bruise that went over his entire cheek. Jesus, | hadn't even realized how hard | slapped him, | could practically 


see my handprint in that thing. 


| instinctively reached out and gently traced it with my fingertips. To my surprise, he allowed me to do it, his 


look not leaving my eyes once. 

"What's your name?" The question startled me slightly. 

"What?" 

"| said what's your name? | think | deserve to at least know that much" 

The kid had some guts, | had to admit that. He was locked to a heater and talked to me about what he 


"deserved". | pulled my hand away from his cheek and considered it for a second. Normally I'd just tell a 
hostage to fuck off after such a question, but, honestly, fuck this kid and his gorgeous, expecting eyes. 


"l'm James." 
He seemed to think about it for a second, then simply nodded. "James." 


Fuck, did it sound good coming from his lips. | almost regretted not telling him my name the right before. | 
stood up, went to the fridge and took out some ice cubes from the freezer, putting them into a simple plastic 
bag. This wasn't a five star hotel, so it had to do the job. Then | came back to Jason and threw the bag to his 
feet. He looked up at him and there was a mixture of uncertainty and reluctance shining in his eyes, as if he 


couldn't decide if he should refuse to take it or just stay blue. 


But even if he was cocky, even if he was stubborn, | wanted to take care of him. Just overall, it seemed like 
he needed and wanted it. But of course | wasn't gonna show it. My eyes scanned him, but not with hunger or 
lust. | let them wander over the curls, the narrow shoulders, hips, and the delicate hands that were just as 
pale as the rest of his body. | glanced up and caught him looking at me. His eyes were still red but he gave me 
a hesitant smile. 


Then he picked up the bag full of ice and pressed it to his cheek, sighing. He didn't seem as cheeky anymore, he 
seemed relaxed. He ran the ice over his cheek and closed his eyes, slightly leaning in my direction. | swallowed, 


he was just in the perfect position for a kiss. But | shook that thought away. 
Kissing would mean love and it wasn't something | could allow myself. Not again. 


| also wondered how it would go on from now on. Now that he thought his parents hated him. Now that it 
looked like he started to trust me. It was sick, he trusted me, his kidnapper. | had used him for my urges 
before and could do it again, but could | do it without hesitation and remorse? | still didn't know if he wanted 


me or if he just wanted me to believe that he was a good hostage. 


| absently looked at his hand and then stroked my thumb over it. It was just a little touch but it felt good to 
feel his soft skin. He opened his eyes and | realized that the ice was starting to melt and that his cheek was 
wet from the water that seeped through small holes in the bag. | got up, took it from his hands and threw it 
into the sink. 


"They don't hate you", | said. He looked up. "They care for you, but they also care for the drug, it's their most 


important work", | continued. 


"You mean they care about the drug more than they care about me", he bitterly answered. | impatiently 


snorted. Of course he needed care. 
''m sure that they'd want to have you back." Who wouldn't want to have him? 


His shoulders sank and he shrugged helplessly. "I don't know if they would even care if | wouldn't come back.. 
You could just kill me if you wanted to and they wouldn't give a fuck." 


That made me shake my head and smile bitterly. There was no way in hell that | could kill him now and the kid 
knew that. He was probably testing me, the clever little bastard that he was. | came up to him and casually 
slumped down on the mattress, rustling his hair. It felt way nicer to touch his soft curls than I'd like to admit. 


Jason swatted my hand away. Usually | wouldn't allow a hostage to act like that, but it was pretty obvious by 
now that the boy was allowed to cross some limits. | couldn't let him understand just how affectionate | was 


towards him though. 
"Yeah, | could. But do you think that I'd do it?" 


He froze for a second and looked at me. There was that sincere and trusting look in his eyes again. It wasn't 


good that he felt that way towards me, it really wasn't, but somehow | was glad. 
"No, | don't think you would" 
| reached out and touched the bruise again, making him wince slightly. "Why would you think that?" 


| had already hurt him, there was no reason for his trust. He just shrugged and placed his delicate hand over 
mine. It felt nice to touch him and feel him respond to me. We stayed like that for a second, just looking at 
each and enjoying the touch. | wanted to kiss him so fucking badly, but | couldn't. | didn't love him. Not one bit. 


| pulled my hand away, not wanting to be that close, and he seemed displeased by it. It made me smirk 


inwardly. That needy little brat. 


| was paid to kidnap him and hold him here, nothing more than that. Hell, | could even use him to relieve myself 
once or twice, but any kind of emotional involvement was just pointless. The job would eventually be done and 


I'd have to let him go. Both literally and figuratively. That was if his parents gave away the cure, of course. 


But what if the boy was right? What if the cure was more important to them than their son? Well, first of 
all, that would have been absolutely sick from their side. Second of all, I'd get to do whatever | wanted with 
him. Usually that just meant a bullet to the head, but | would let him go. There was no point to lie to myself, 


I'd give the kid some cash to start off with and release him. 


Further proof that he was making me soft. | sighed and leaned back in the mattress. Jason looked at me 


curiously for a while, then hesitantly shifted a little closer. 


The way he crawled up to me made heat start boiling in my lower stomach again. | calmly watched him, trying 
to preserve an unfazed look. His hot breath crept over my neck and | felt his lips against my jaw, slowly 
tracing it. My heart sped up, but | didn't move. He shifted further up and suddenly | heard the chain rattle 
that was too short for him to reach my face properly. He looked at me expectantly, but | didn't move and he 
sank back on the mattress, looking disappointed. 


"The fuck were you trying to do?", | asked. He chewed on his lip. | fucking loved it when he did that. The little 


mark his teeth left there made him only more desirable. 

"I was just." His cheeks flushed crimson and | devilishly grinned. 

"Don't try to kiss me", | then said, getting serious again. 

He crooked his head, the look in his eyes a big question mark, but he didn't dare to ask. Once | kissed him | 
wouldn't be able treat him like a fucktoy. | had the strange habit of associating kissing with strong feelings, | 
did it automatically. Not good, not good at all. Jason leaned his head against the wall. 


"Who is the woman in the picture?", he asked. | furrowed my eyebrows. 


"| already said, no one that should concern you." | looked at the chain that was holding him to heater. It was 


tout and probably hurting him 

"Why?" 

"Because you don't need to know anything about my personal life." | sounded distant again Good. 
"Is she your wife?, he asked 


"Is none of your fucking business!", | snapped, all of a sudden really furious. | couldn't let him so close to me, 


there would be no going back He flinched a bit, but asked again. 


"Are you cheating on her?" | clenched my fists. His question sounded ordinary, but | took a deep breath to not 
shout at him. And | knew that | could be quite intimidating if | wanted to. 


"Stop", | said and shot him a threatening look. "Or else I'll get the rope again" 


"Fine, it doesn't look like you care about me a bit anyway." That must have been his angsty, teenager self 
talking. Either way, it was annoying and | wanted him to keep his fucking mouth shut. 


| shifted a little closer to him and roughly grabbed his chin. He tried to turn his head away, but | kept him 
firmly in place. My face was close to his and the boy finally seemed intimidated. 


‘If | didn't care about you, you wouldn't be lying on a comfortable mattress with your stomach full and 


wearing clean clothes." 


There wasn't a single trace of anger in his eyes anymore, just fear and surprise. | didn't let him go and made 
sure to give him my most indifferent, bored look. The farther he would distance himself from me, the better 


it would be for both of us. 


"Now, if you're so inclined to believe that | don't care about you, | can take all of that away and we'll see how 


you like it. Does your spoiled ass want that?" 


He shook his head slightly, the best he could with me still holding him. | finally released him and just looked at 
him for a while, making him cast his eyes down It would have been way easier to stay mad at the boy if he 
wasn't so fucking gorgeous. | took a deep breath and allowed myself to calm down a little. 


"Look, just don't turn this whole thing into something personal. It isn't." 


Jason raised his eyebrows slightly, which only made his eyes more endearing. Honestly, fuck this kid. "It isn't 
something personal? lm sorry, but having your dick down my throat sounds pretty fucking personal to me." 


He actually managed to surprise me with that. None of the people | had been paid to kidnap before had the 
nerve to talk to me like this. | fucking loved the fact that he had a strong character. | couldn't stand when the 
hostages cried all day long or endlessly begged for me to release them. He was feisty. Just asking for me to 
tame him. 


But | had to remind myself of my role - the big, bad kidnapper. So | gave him a sinister look and raised my 
hand, as if | was about to hit him again. He just glared at me coldly. 


"Do it" The fucking determination in his voice. 


| couldn't. | hated what this kid did to me, but | couldn't do it. | lowered my arm like a fucking coward. It 
probably didn't seem like that to him though, because the hopefulness came back to his eyes. 


| couldn't classify the boy's emotions. They changed like weather in April, and that confused me. He was 
unpredictable, and now he was hopeful. |, on the other hand, was rather pissed off about his behaviour. 


| wondered if his parents brought him up with thinking that he was the most precious little boy in the world, 
or if it was just his character to be cocky, disrespectful and ungrateful. Either way, | wanted to show him who 
was in charge. The sudden thought that he was able to use his hands now came to my head, and | glowered at 


him. 


"You know what l'd like to do now?" Despite the fact that we just argued a few minutes ago and the anger stil 
filled the air between us, he returned the glance, maybe expecting something gentler. But | surely couldn't be 


gentle now. 


| could feel lust growing inside of me and even if he looked totally pure and innocent, there was something else 
shining in his eyes too. Something that | wanted to have now. | leaned in and left a soft kiss on his neck, making 


him shudder. 


"I'd like to have my dick deep in your throat and come right into your mouth like you deserve it, you little 
brat" | felt his breath getting shaky and he scooted away a little, as far as the chain allowed, suddenly 


seeming unsure. 


"You're a good boy, you won't disappoint me again, will you?" 


He shook his head, even if | could see fear in his eyes. | ran my fingers through his soft, silky hair and 
grabbed his head, forcefully pushing him down to my crotch, and pulling my jeans and boxers down at the 


same time. 


There was no hesitation on my side as | made him swallow me whole. My head fell back against the wall. Oh 
sweet, sweet friction. Oh sweet, warm, wet mouth. | pushed him down further onto my cock, neither being able 


to wait any longer nor to contain myself. 


Since the view of his ass in the shower | had barely been able to stop myself from thinking about getting into 
that ass one day and this was the closest | could get to it. His tongue worked at the underside of my cock 
while his slim hand hesitantly wrapped around the base and started jerking me off at the same time. | groaned, 
yanking at his hair slightly, and started moving my hips up and down, fucking his mouth. It felt damn good. 


Too damn good to be mindful of the fact that | might hurt his precious, tiny soul by being merciless and 
rough. | thrust right into his mouth, knowing that it would only be a matter of time until | would come. His lips 
tightened and | let out a grunt, blood rushing to my dick and making it twitch. | thought about telling him that | 
was about to come, but then it was too late and | came right into his mouth. He gave a muffled sound and 


tried to pull away, choking, but | held his head in place. 


My eyes rolled back in my head as | emptied myself right into the tight channel, my brain getting clouded with 
pleasure. Then | brought his head up again with my hand, looking at his wide, tearful eyes. 


"Swallow", | said and he obeyed, his cheeks red with shame as he was breathing heavily. Then his look turned 
from shocked to angry. 


"Asshole", he said. | pulled my jeans up again and zipped them up. | was used to having such words thrown at 


me, so | didn't answer and just got to my knees. 
"Better learn when to stop being annoying.’ He shot me a despising glance. 
"You're disgusting’, he said. 


This time | slapped him and | really meant it. Not very hard, but on the cheek that was already bruised, so it 
must have stung like a bitch. He gave a whimper and carefully placed his hand over the bruise, a single tear 
leaving his eye. For some reason | knew that the following tears weren't caused by the physical pain, it was 
something different. It was the way he clenched his hand into his t-shirt, right around the spot where his 


heart was. 


| simply stood up and walked back to my bedroom, leaving him alone on the mattress, his slender body 
trembling as he sobbed. 


Clouded 


| didn't come out of my room for a long time. When my brain eventually started thinking straight again and my 
orgasmic daze was gone, | kinda felt like a dick. Not that | actually wasn't one. | hadn't meant to almost make 
him choke on my cum, | really hadn't, but | couldn't exactly change what was done. It had been my intention to 
make him lose his trust, but at the same time | felt terrible for it. 


He was lying there, feeling like | used him. So be it. | mean, it wasn't like he was wrong, | did use him. The only 
difference was that he wanted it. That's what | would have liked to believe anyway. | took a shower, thinking 
that it might help me to get mind away from the kid, but it did the opposite, all | could think about was his 
naked form in that same shower hours before. | groaned and quickly washed myself, not wanting to get hard 


again | played some guitar, then tried to fall asleep, but the efforts were worthless. 


| wasn't sure how long | avoided going out there and confronting him, but it was already dark by the time | 
decided that it was fucking stupid for me to be hiding. He was the hostage here, | was the one in control, but 
showing that control to him was exactly what made me feel so shitty. 


The thing that eventually pushed me out was the fact that | had to feed him. Yes, | was a complete asshole, 
but | wasn't about to let the boy starve. | opened the door and turned on the light in the room. | wanted to 
look like | didn't care, but | couldn't lie to myself and my eyes instantly landed on Jason. He was curled up on 
the mattress by the wall and appeared to be sleeping. He also seemed cold, which made my eyebrows furrow. | 
walked up to the heater and placed my hand on it. Sure enough, the thing was barely warm, so | went to my 
room and came back with a blanket. 


The last thing | wanted was taking care of that kid if he got sick | threw it on him and went to make 
something edible. The fridge was filled with frozen fast food that was good enough for me, but somehow | 
assumed that the boy probably got a bit better food at home. | wouldn't clean fucking vomit if he threw up 
from it, so | took out some spaghetti and started boiling it. 


The kid barely moved the entire time, he just snuggled into the blanket a little bit and brought it up to his 
nose. That made me smirk. He had a thing for my scent for some reason. Not that | minded. The pasta was 
soon ready, | put it into a bowl and brought it up to him. | almost felt bad about waking him up, he looked like 
a fucking angel when asleep. Or at least an angel who had just sucked someone off. Either way, | felt kinda bad 
when | gently shook his shoulder. 


"Hey, kiddo?" 
He stirred a little and curled up in the blanket even more. That adorable bastard. | shook him again, a bit 
harder this time. He lazily cracked his eyes open and as soon as they focused on me, he pulled away from my 


hand. His look was cold and serious, but | ignored it and outreached the bowl towards him. 


"Dinner time." He didn't even glance at the food, his look remained on me. | rolled my eyes. "Don't fucking act 


like you're not hungry.” 


The boy just continued to stare. | stared back. But eventually | ended up being the one who couldn't take it 


anymore. 
"What the fuck do you want from me? A fucking apology?" 
His expression didn't move. "Yes." | couldn't help but chuckle at that. "For using me and hitting me." 


To be honest, when he said it out loud, it did kinda sound like a sick thing to do, but it was not like | could show 
him that he was right. 


"Yeah, no. Maybe slapping you wasn't necessary, but I'm not gonna apologize for fucking your mouth. It felt 
way too good” 


My excuses were more than poor, they were fucking pathetic, and we both knew it, but he didn't say anything, 
His eyes just narrowed slightly and then finally looked at the food. Just as | thought, he was fucking hungry. 


Fine, apology accepted, but that still doesn't make what you did okay." 


| rolled my eyes. This kid and his fucking cockiness. Yeah, | was wrong in this situation, but how many sane 
people would have an attitude like that while being kidnapped and chained up? 


He stretched slightly and sat up. Only when the blanket fell off from his shoulders he realized that it was 
there in the first place. He raised his eyebrows slightly as he looked at his covered legs and then glanced up at 
me again, a slight smile on his face. | scowled. Couldn't he just decide on one fucking mood for at least fifteen 
minutes? 

"No problem, now eat" 

He somewhat shyly took the bowl, placed it in his lap and started spinning pasta around the fork. Meanwhile | 
went to microwave a burrito for myself. When it was ready, | sat down at the table and silently ate, trying 
not to pay attention to him or the way that he was sucking in the spaghetti. 


"Her name's Fran", | said. 


| had decided to open up to him out of the blue. He looked up, surprised. | hadn't made up a way to talk about 
it, but | felt like he could know about what happened to her now, for whatever reason. | owed him that. 


"Are you together?", he asked. 


"We were", | answered, absently chewing and staring out the window into the night. 


"Then why do you still have a picture of you two hanging on your wall?" | looked down sadly. He had no fucking 


clue. 

‘| miss her", | said. 

"Is that why you're so fucking emotionless and bitter?" | looked up and his eyes met mine. 
"No." 

We went on eating and it remained silent for a while. | didn't like being vulnerable, that was all. 
"Why did you part if you miss her? Did she stop loving you?" | shook my head. 

"| don't know. | hope not." 


My voice trailed off. | finished the burrito and leaned back on the stool, watching him eat. Suddenly he stopped 


and looked up at me. 


"She died, didn't she?" A little needle stabbed into my heart and | just nodded. | heard the bowl getting placed 


on the ground. 
"How did she die?" | furrowed my brows. 
"She got killed." 


That was the disadvantage of being an assassin - you were lonely. No one around you was safe, and love or 
friendship were nearly impossible. | heard him gasping when he heard my confirmation and had an urge to hug 
him tightly. 

"I took it too far with an employer and pissed him off. He sent others to our house and they shot her." 


It hurt to recall those events. | hadn't thought about them for so long, and now they violently appeared in my 
mind again. The ticking of the clock echoed in the room. 


"l'm sorry that | was being so mean when | talked about her before", he said, sounding conscious of his guilt. 
| placed my elbows on the table and ran my hands through my hair. "It's fine", | said finally. 
"And l'm sorry about your loss." | turned to him. 


He was watching me with such a sincere and empathetic look on his face. Hell, | couldn't kill him, but | wouldn't 


mind aiming a few bullets at his parents for daring to abandon this boy. 


"Thank you." He gave me a hesitant smile. 


At this point it came as no surprise that along with all the other things that were beautiful about him, his 
smile was fucking gorgeous as well. Especially the little wrinkles that formed around the corners of his mouth. 
Why the fuck did this kid have to be so special? | had jobs that involved kidnapping kids his age from their rich 


parents before and was able to handle them with my usual coldness without any trouble. 


Meanwhile with Jason, there was just something different about him. He got under my skin and | didn't mind it 
one bit. Even when he pissed me off, he did it in a way that made me regret being harsh to him later. Because 
| didn't want to be harsh to him. | wanted to take care of him, to keep him by my side and make sure that he 
was safe. The last thing | wanted was to give him away to his parents who obviously didn't give two shits 


about their son 

About their kind, clever, beautiful, even if a litle spoiled son. | took my plate from the table, his from the 
floor, and placed both of them in the sink, on top of all the other unwashed dishes there. I'd wash them 
someday, just not today. 


It was already pretty late, so | decided that there was no point to keep trying to kill time. | turned around and 


started walking towards my room when a beautiful sound stopped me. 
"James?" 


Fuck, why did my name sound so good when he said it? Just imagining him moaning it while | fucked him made 


me contain a groan. 
"Yes?" He looked at his lap, suddenly appearing somewhat embarrassed. 


"Maybe l'm asking for too much, but could | maybe get a pillow too? At least a small one? Or like a rolled up 
towel? Sleeping like this is kinda making my neck hurt." 


| looked down at the mattress that he was sitting on. When | had called it comfortable before, | was kind of 
exaggerating the situation A lot. It was old, all the springs could be clearly felt through it and it wasn't exactly 
very clean. | looked up at the kid again. | had an idea, but | had to suggest it very carefully. 

"Yeah, sure. But would you maybe wanna sleep in the bed?" 

My voice contained absolutely no suggestiveness, humor or warmth, | tried to make it sound as plain as | could. 
| was only offering this for his comfort and nothing else. Despite that Jason still raised his eyebrows slightly. 
Damn that kid. 


"And where would you sleep?" 


| snorted in disbelief. "In the bed. I'm not switching places with you if that's what you're thinking.” 


That made a blush appear on his cheeks. "Oh..." 


Disappointment washed over me. Why did | even think that he would want to sleep with me after what | did to 


him? 

"It's okay if you don't want to." 

That made him practically jump out of his place. 

"No! No, | want to." 

His sudden eagerness made me hold in a little smirk | came up to the heater and started unlocking the chain. 
"Take the blanket" 


Jason obediently gathered the blanket in his arms and waited for me to remove the chain from the heater. 
When | was done, | wordlessly led him to my room and tied the chain to one of the legs of the bed. | saw him 
frowning slightly, but what was he expecting? That | would just take it off completely? 


| maybe liked him, but | didn't fully trust him not to run. Hell, in his place | would most definitely run. Finally | 
went to the other side of the bed and lied down with my back to him. |! heard him lying down too. Then | heard 


the rustling of sheets and finally felt his warm body leaning into mine. 


| couldn't overcome myself to push him away. One of his hands sneaked around my waist and he pressed his 
face into my back. That was when | realized how tiny he was. Skinny legs and arms, narrow shoulders and a 
lean waist. He was so fragile and that made me turn to him halfway, just so | could look at him. All of a sudden 
he started pulling away. 


‘lm sorry, | shouldn't have." 

"No its fine", | interrupted. 

| turned back into my former position and felt him coming closer again, leaning against me. | felt the coolness 
of his hand seeping though my shirt as he ran it over my chest and then around my waist, snuggling up to 
me. | wanted to touch him so badly. To run my hands down his back in a non-sexual way, to soothe him and 


hold him until he fell asleep and | could watch him all night long. 


But | stayed still, not moving and just acting like | would accept his hug, but not like it. | felt his hot breath on 
my back while his long, riotous curls tickled my neck. It was a weird feeling to be so close to someone after 


years of sleeping alone, except for occasional one-night stands. 


And now here he was. Either a little beautiful angel or a little spoiled brat. | heard him taking a deep breath 


and burying his face in my t-shirt, which made me grin like an idiot. 


It seemed like the world was too ugly for him, he needed to get shielded and protected A sweet boy without 


anyone who loved him, who needed affection 
| would have loved to give it to him, but | refused to let my heart overthrow my mind. 


With those thoughts distracting my brain | only found sleep in the early morning hours, staying tense until fog 
clouded my sight and my head fell onto the pillow and into blurry dreams. 


Satisfied 


Next morning | woke up surrounded by warmth and comfort. | hummed quietly and snuggled into the source of 
it. The sound of silent snores made me look up and | was greeted with the sight of James’ sleeping face. He had 
turned around in his sleep and was lying on his back now, with me by his side. | hadn't seen him so relaxed yet. 
His eyes were closed and his mouth was slightly agape. God, | wanted to kiss him so badly, but he had 
specifically asked me not to and | didn't want to piss him off. 


So instead | unhooked my arm from his waist and gently ran my fingers over his cheek That made him release 
a small, displeased sound and | smiled. He was kind of cute like this, with his macho man persona gone. My 
fingertips traced his jawline and then ran down his neck. That must've tickled him, because his eyebrows 
furrowed slightly and he pulled his head away. | leaned forward and pressed a gentle kiss to his Adam's apple. 
He sleepily dropped an arm over me and squeezed my body to his slightly. "Stop it." 


His husky voice startled me a bit, but then | just drowsily chuckled. "Why?" 


He groaned and rolled over to lie with his back to me again, letting go of my body. "Because | still have some 
time left to sleep and | wanna use it." 


| snuggled up to him anyway and we lied like that for some time, just giving each other comfort and warmth. 
Or at least | was taking that from James, he was probably more annoyed by me than anything, but | still 
appreciated his closeness. Finally, the inevitable sound of an alarm-clock interrupted the silence. James groaned 
and turned it off, almost knocking over the electronic clock that stood on the nightstand. He was about to get 
up, but | quickly hugged his torso and dragged him down again, making him release a small huff of air. 


"Ten more minutes." James looked down at me, making me feel a little shy about my sudden behavior, but he 


just rolled his eyes and got my arms off of his waist. 
"No. | have stuff to do." | frowned. 
‘I'm your job, what else could you possibly need to do?" 


James raised one eyebrow, letting a small smirk to appear on his face, and leaned down to my ear. "If I'm going 


to do you, its because | want to, not because | need to, kid", he whispered. 
| was on the verge of either rolling my eyes or releasing a moan, but | ended up doing the latter. 


He pressed a small kiss to my temple and pulled away again. This time | wasn't focused enough to stop him, so 


he got up and started dressing himself. | sighed and fell back on the bed. 


"Where do you have to go this early in the morning?" James snorted and turned back to me while pulling up 


his jeans. 

"Do you always ask so many damn questions?" | simply smiled at him and shrugged. 

"Maybe. Where are you going?" He just sighed and looked away again, seemingly searching for something. 
"Well, the video won't exactly walk to my boss on its own two legs." 


Oh. The video. | ran my fingers over my cheek and felt that the skin there was still a bit tender. | still couldn't 
comprehend why he had hit me. 


The first time? Sure, for the video. It was a dick move, but | understood it somehow. The second time had 
really hurt though, and not just physically. On the other hand, he had apologized and that just completely 
confused me. 


Couldn't he just decide if he was an asshole or not? 


James glanced at me holding my cheek and his eyes darkened for a second, but then he just looked away again, 


his face becoming as expressionless as before. There was silence for a while. 

"What if my parents will give away the cure after they see the video?" That made him turn to me again 
"Then I'll give you back to them." 

My heart clenched at the thought. For some reason that kind of freedom didn't seem appealing at all 
"And what if | don't want to go back to them?" He seemed to consider it for a second. 


"Then I'll give you to them anyway and you'll get to escape." Suddenly he seemed amused. "Just give me your 
lunch money and I'll kidnap you again, kiddo." 


It felt kind of weird to joke about such topics, but | still giggled. 
"Any extra services included?" That made him smile lightly. 


"Not for you." | mocked a pouting face and he just shook his head. "Go back to sleep, it's still early. I'll move 


you to the living room when | get back and I'll get us some food on my way here." 
That caught my attention "I want pizza" 


He rolled his eyes, buckled his belt and, now fully dressed, walked out of the room. | smiled to myself and fell 
back into the sheets. 


The idea of staying here instead of going to back home seemed more appealing by the minute, as wrong as it 
sounded. But here, something like morals or common sense didn't exist, and | did what felt good for me - as 


sick as it maybe was. 


| got woken up by a hand slightly tugging on the chain, making me groan and roll onto my stomach. The next 
moment my ass got slapped and | jumped, sitting up immediately. | turned around and saw James. His cheeks 
were flushed and he spread coldness around. Was it that cold outside? He was still wearing his coat and boots. 
My gaze wandered to the pizza carton that he was holding in his hands and | smiled. He outstretched it my 
way and | reached for the carton, but suddenly he stopped. 


"Uh-uh, what does one say?" 

"Thank you", | murmured and took the carton from him, opening it and inhaling the scent. 

James started taking his coat and shoes off, tossing them into a corner and sitting down beside me. | chose 
one slice, wrapped my lips around it and almost moaned at the sensation. God, it had been way too long since 
the last pizza. | handed the carton to him and he took a slice himself. We sat there peacefully for a while, not 
saying anything and just enjoying the food. 

"How was the video?", | asked after a while. "Convincing?" 

He turned to look at me. "Sure it was", he answered. A bit more silence. 

"Do you do that with all hostages?" James furrowed his eyebrows slightly. 

"Slap ‘em?" 

| shook my head. "Play nice and friendly, and then slap them to make the video more convincing." 


He thought for a while and then shook his head. 


"Most of them are so desperate that they cry anyway. Some are just too suicidal to care and others are 


almost dead already." 


| nodded and swallowed down a bite. The thought that he did that made me feel uneasy and made my stomach 
clench, but | still wanted to get closer to him and touch him. For me he somehow had become a source of 


comfort. 


The chain was too short for me to reach him and dug into my flesh, so | groaned and reached out my arms 
towards him. He looked at me for a while, making me wait. | made sure to plead him with my eyes and then, 


finally, he sighed and sat down closer beside me. 


| leaned my head against his shoulder and closed my eyes. It was rising and falling rhythmically, and that gave 
me a feeling of security. Could you burst of happiness? Because at that moment | felt like | was about to and 
grinned into my pizza. 

We ate silently for a little longer. The fact that he actually went out of his way to get me pizza amused me 
for some reason. | could just imagine the colorful words, all alluding to being spoiled, that he used in his mind 
while ordering it, but | appreciated that he did it. Eventually we were both full and closed the pizza box. James 
suddenly let go of me and lied back in the bed. | gave him a curious look, but he just outstretched his arm to 
the side, inviting me. 

"Come here." 

| more than willingly complied, surprised by this sudden burst of affection, and laid down next to him. He 
grabbed my hips and lifted me all the way on top of him, making me let out a surprised gasp and giving me a 
devilish look. 

"How about that?" | smiled at him and shifted slightly, so my lips were right above his neck. 

"Its better." 

With that | started gently tracing kisses down his neck and over his jaw. His beard tickled me slightly, but | 
didn't care. | could imagine how rough it would be against my face if James hungrily kissed me. That made me 
stop, lift myself up slightly, and look into his eyes. 

"Why can't | kiss you?" 

His eyes turned from lustful to vacant. | didn't like that shift, but | wanted to hear the answer. 


"Because a kiss means attachment and you don't belong to me." 


It was the sad truth, but | decided to push the sad thoughts away for once and gave him a mischievous 
smirk, tracing the outline of his lips with my fingertip. 


"You can make me belong to you..” 
James’ look darkened slightly. 
"But | would still have to give you away later." 


| didn't want to think about later or what it would bring, so | leaned down and left a kiss on a sensitive spot 


right under his ear. 


"You can have me now." 
| was almost desperate to make him have me, | wanted to belong to him. Chained or not. 


My hands slid down his chest while my hips lightly thrust against his. James practically growled and grabbed 
my hips, not allowing me to rub against him anymore, then quickly flipped us over, making me release and 
involuntary yelp. He practically ripped the shirt over my head and threw it across the room, starting to 


devour my chest with wet kisses, licks and occasional grazes of teeth. 


| took a deep breath at the unexpected sensation and clung onto his shoulders, biting down on my lip. Even if he 
was rough, gripping my body harshly, it felt incredible and | wanted more of that mercilessness. 


His kisses started getting lower, until he finally reached the chain that was around my stomach. His fingers ran 
through it and his lips hurriedly leaped over it, as if it wasn't even there. He quickly reached the waistband of 

my, or his, | suppose, boxers and looked up at me with a cunning smirk on his face. My heartbeat quickened at 
the very idea of what he was about to do. His fingers slid under the waistband and slowly started pulling them 


down. 


Way too slowly and | whimpered, wordlessly begging him to do it faster. But didn't, this was his game and we 
were playing it by his rules. Eventually my already hard dick was free. He took it into his hand and started 
slowly stroking it while his lips started tracing my hipbores. | practically whined. 


"You're so goddamn needy, | fucking love it" 


| gave him a smile that instantly left my face as he lifted himself up a bit and placed a kiss on the tip of my 


cock. | moaned and instantly thrust upwards. He pushed my hips back down and raised an eyebrow at me. 
"Do that again and the fun is over." 


| quickly nodded and put all my will and concentration into not moving my hips. His lips returned to my dick and 
this time he licked it. | practically cried out, not being able to react to it. Finally, he mercifully took the head 
into his mouth and sucked on it. | let out a load moan that made him look up at me with annoyed eyes. It was 
weird how he was sucking me off, but at the same time was completely in control. | just laid there and 


obediently took whatever he was willing to give me. 


He took in more and | arched off the bed, making sure that my hips stayed on it. There hadn't been many 
times someone had given me a blowjob and | instantly gave in to the sensation James lips slid down my length 
and | groaned, clamming onto the side of the bed, breathing heavily. | was lost in the feeling of the warm, wet 
mouth sucking on my dick and gave a loud moan. He swatted my thigh for it and | jerked away from the little 
sting, trying to bite back the moans, but not being very successful. He stopped and looked up at me. 


"Shut up", he whispered huskily. 


Then he leaned down again. | was getting close and whined as his lips tightened, making sure to get me off soon 
Then he massaged the shaft of my cock with his rough hand and it was over. | trembled and bit down onto my 
palm to muffle a scream that drew itself out of my chest. One of James’ hands smoothed up my stomach as 

| came right into his mouth. He unceremoniously swallowed and sat up, my dick slipping from his lips. | took a 


deep breath as | came down from my high. 


He pulled the boxers up again and patted my belly. "As much as | like to hear you moan, remember that other 
people live in this building too." 


| nodded hurriedly, murmuring a quiet "Sorry." He sat down beside me and watched as | rolled on my side and 


started playing with his hand. 
"Oh, boy", he said. "Why can't | resist you?" 


Those words did something to me. My heart started beating faster. | felt.. wanted. Wanted by someone else for 


the first time in so long. 


Even if he didn't show it, | felt like whatever happened, James would protect me. | started tracing all sorts of 
shapes on his chest with my fingers and looked up at him, lightly smiling. 


Then | nuzzled into his chest and pressed a kiss through the fabric of his shirt. It wasn't one of those desire- 
driven kisses, | just wanted to express my gratitude with it. James hummed, which made his chest vibrate in a 
pleasant way and he started stroking my hair. | could feel him watching me. 

| ended up smiling even wider and tried to pull myself more on top of him, but the chain that was straining 
against the edge of the bed stopped me. It knocked the breath out of my lungs and James frowned when he 
saw the way it was digging into my stomach. 

"Fuck, I'll have to get you a longer chain" 

That made me raise my eyebrows at him. "You're talking like I'm a fucking goat or something." 

James gave me an erratic look, then suddenly rolled to the side and ended up all the way on top of me, with 
his hands on either side of my head, supporting his weight. The position made me realize how freaking 
miniature | was compared to him, but somehow | didn't mind the size differences whatsoever, | actually quite 


liked that he was larger than me. In all areas. 


James cocked his head, almost as if he knew what | was thinking and leaned down, leaving a light kiss on my 


forehead. 
I'm gonna have to get a longer leash for my puppy. Better?" 


The expression on my face after he said that made him snort and he rolled over to the other side of the bed, 


where | could freely lay however | wanted. | shot him a glare, but still curled up by his side. A small mumble 
of "Asshole" was my only sign of protest as he started lazily twisting my hair around his fingers. 


His phone suddenly gave a sound and he picked it up, looking like he was reading a message. His eyebrows rose 
and he sat up properly which caused me to fall off of him. A small, displeased sound left my lips and he shot 
me an annoyed glance, shoving the phone back into his jeans pocket. Then he got out of the bed and circled it, 
kneeling down and unlocking the chain | watched him, surprised. 

"What are you doing?", | asked. 


He looked up at me and gave me an unreadable look. 


"Come on, you're on TV." 


Accepted 


My heart sped up and | hesitantly followed James, sitting down on the couch beside him. He turned on the TV 


and instantly switched to the news channel. There was a woman in a blue dress reporting. 


"Almost a week has passed without a sign of Jason Newsted, who disappeared in the night of Sunday, October 
25th. His parents call for help and promise a finder's reward to anyone who will supply valuable information 


about his location." 


The woman went on rambling about me and | frowned. | was considered missing, not even kidnapped, so they 
really had no idea what had happened to me. | wondered how James did that. Suddenly my breath hitched as | 


saw my parents appearing on the screen. 

What struck me first was the coldness in their faces. They sat still, almost completely emotionless. It seemed 
like they were the hostages who were being forced to sit there and talk about me. Mom was wrinkling a napkin 
in her lap that she obviously didn't need and cleared her throat. 

"We're begging anyone who has any information about where our son is to contact us. Obviously, there's a 
reward for the information, |0,000$ to be exact. We're willing to pay that, just please bring our boy back to 
us. Jason is a very sensitive soul and he must be terrified right now if he's being held somewhere or if he's 


lost and.. We just want him back home." 


She finished her speech that she probably wrote beforehand and looked up at my father. He vaguely nodded 
his head and dropped his hand over her shoulder. 


"Yes, we want our boy to come back home." 
The reporter smiled at them sympathetically and wished them to find me soon, then went on with other news. 


| just blankly stared at the screen. Tears were gathering in my eyes and making my vision blurry, so | quickly 
blinked, forcing them to roll out. Without realizing | had shifted closer to James while watching. 


Suddenly | felt a finger gently running over my cheek and wiping the tear away. | looked up at James and saw 
him watching me, then just shook my head and buried my face in his shirt, hugging my arms around him. He 
returned the hug as he felt me shaking. 


"Did. did you see their cold faces? They don't even care that l'm gone." 


"That's not true, kid. Everyone expresses sadness differently. Maybe that's just their way of coping with you 


being missing." 


| reached up and wiped my eyes. "No, it's not. You should've seen their fucking pain when our dog ran away. 


They looked for it three weeks in a row. And the reward? That's half of what they'll get for their precious 


cure...” 

James released a sigh and squeezed me slightly. 

"Haven't you seen your mother crying?" 

| looked up and questioningly looked at him. "No? IHs not like she would care" 
"They wouldn't be doing this at all if they didn't care" 


| laughed bitterly. "They simply don't want their reputation to be ruined, they want everyone to think that 
they we're a perfect family." 


| raised my head and looked at him. My miserable state made him give me an almost pitying look as he ran his 
hand over my cheek, like he had forgotten that he was supposed to be an emotionless asshole. 


"Do you know how many times either of them has held me the way you're holding me right now? Not fucking 


once", | said. 
) 


| felt his arms tightening around me, pressing me to his chest and making me feel safe. "They've never held 


you like this?" | shook my head. 

He pressed a kiss to my head, making a shiver run down my back. It felt good. It felt way too good to be held 
tightly like that. He was giving me a tender embrace and his hands smoothed down my back. | allowed myself to 
relax and fell into his arms. 

"People are going to search for me", | said bitterly. 

"But they're not going to find you." | breathed in the scent of his shirt and buried my nose in the fabric. 


"How do you manage to do that?" A silent moment followed and | raised my head to look at him. 


"I hide", he simply stated, obviously not wanting to answer the question. "People don't search for hostages here. 


| can't tell you much more." 


| bit my lip. He was looking down at me. His eyes were so gentle all of a sudden. | took a deep breath and moved 
closer until my lips touched his jaw. He turned his head, his breath creeping over my lips. My heart sped up as 
our lips almost touched and my grip on his t-shirt tightened. 


| took a shaky breath and wanted to lean forward to finally touch his lips, but he turned his head away again. | 
fell back and swallowed. | didn't like being rejected or not getting what | wanted, and | just experienced both. 


"Please", | whispered. 
He shook his head. "No." 


| freed myself out of his embrace and slipped away from him, moving until we weren't touching anymore and 


just scowled at him. 
"Why don't you want to kiss me?" James gave a sigh and ran his hand through his hair. 
"It's not that | don't want to, | just..." 


"You were just running your mouth over my entire body and sucking me off, but suddenly I'm not good enough 
for a kiss?" My tone was becoming bitter and it made his expression darken slightly. | already felt betrayed 
and abandoned by my parents and he was doing the same. 


"That's not what l'm saying." 


He reached out and tried to take my hand, but | pulled it away. A look flashed through his eyes. It seemed 
bothered and almost hurt, but | felt hurt too, so | didn't particularly care. | just moved further away from 


him. 
"Jason, you have to understand |-" 
"You know, you can just fucking tell me if you dont want me." 


With that | stood up from the couch and walked back to the mattress. | was overreacting, | knew that, but at 
that moment | was hurt. Because my parents didn't care about me, because no one had yet found me and 
didn't seem to be trying too much, because James rejected me, even though | begged him. He was the only one 


who cared, but he still didn't care enough. 


| sat down and leaned against the wall, waiting for him to come up to me and lock me to the heater. To treat 
me like shit and never touch me again like | apparently deserved. But he didn't. He just sat there with his head 
thrown onto the back of the couch. There was nothing but silence for a while. Just when | was about to lay 


down, he released a deep breath. 


"Come over here." | just stared at him. He turned to look at me, his eyes seemed annoyed. "| said come over 


here. Stay and I'll lock you up there for good, you'll piss into a fucking bottle." 
| was stubborn and had strong principles, but | wasn't an idiot, | knew that he could do it. So | reluctantly stood 
up and went to the couch again. | didn't sit down though, | just stood there with my arms crossed on my 


chest and my eyes cast to the ground. 


"Sit" 


That made anger flash through me. "At least throw me a fucking treat if you're going to act like l'm a dog!" 
James sighed, obviously trying to contain anger. "Sit down, please." 


| did, but on the very edge of the couch. He rolled his eyes, took my arm and dragged me closer to himself 
which earned him a glare. He didn't seem to care though, giving me a stern look. | was waiting for what he was 


going to do and my breath slightly hitched as he leaned forward. 
Was he going to kiss me? My heart sped up again, now that he was directly looking at me. 
"You know, once | kiss you, there will be no turning back’, he whispered. A shudder ran down my spine. 


| don't want to turn back", | murmured and looked down at my hands. His fingers instantly came to my chin 


and made me look at him again. 
"Don't blame me if you do." 


Then his lips brushed against mine. He took a deep breath and placed his hands around my waist, drawing me 
closer. The contact of our lips was still very faint and surprisingly gentle, making me lean forward to catch 
more of it. He slowly deepened the kiss and worked my mouth open with his tongue. | moaned before | could 


help myself and that must've been the moment it struck him what he was doing. 


He pulled back and prevented me from following his lips, looking at me. Everything inside of my body screamed 
and longed for him with a great hunger, but he held me and stopped my attempts to come closer. His chest 
was rising and falling heavily, and he seemed to think of something | had no clue about. 


| was about pull away again, but then he let out a quiet, "You know what? Fuck it", and crashed his lips with 


mine, clamming onto me and urgently pressing our bodies together. 


| melted in his arms and gave him all the control over the kiss, because somehow | felt like he needed it. He 
was desperate, his hands gripping me and his lips latching onto mine. | kept up with him though, my hands 
tracing his back and running through his hair. | gave myself to him the best | could and he gladly took me. 


Eventually he pulled away to take a breath, almost reluctantly. His face remained close to mine and | felt his 


hot breath on my lips. 


The feeling was intoxicating and right then | could not contain a smile. | grinned like an idiot and stroked his 


cheek. He wanted me and cared about me. At that moment | knew that | wasn't coming back to my parents. 


| didn't care if they gave away the cure, James tied me up with a million chains and threw me out on their 


doorstep, | would fucking crawl back to him if | had to. 


He just watched my smile with amused eyes. 


"You're mine now, kid. Mine alone. And I'm not gonna let anyone harm you. If those assholes right there don't 


care about you," He gave a short nod towards the TV. "I will. 'm not gonna repeat my mistakes." 


His look darkened. Fran. He wasn't gonna let the same thing happen to me. | leaned in and softly caressed his lips 


with mine. 


"Thank you." James finally smiled against my lips and deepened the kiss quickly before pulling away again. His 
eyes drifted to the chain on my waist and then came back to my face. 


"That thing can't possibly be comfortable." 
| shrugged. "It's okay." 
He bit his lip for a second and looked at me, seeming to consider something. "Do you want to lose it?" 


"Suddenly you want me to lose it? | thought that it was my leash?" | mocked. James' eyes narrowed a little, 


but | could see amusement in his look. 


"You can also leave it on and let the heater be your best friend" That was most likely just a joke, but | decided 
not to test my luck and quickly shook my head. 


Before | could say anything more, he took something out of his pocket, found the little lock that held the chain 
together on me and the next moment it rattled to the ground. | stared down. There was a red stripe where 
the chain had dug into my flesh, but it didn't hurt or feel uncomfortable. | ran my hand over my waist and it 


almost felt unfamiliar to feel it without the metal surrounding it. 


James reached around me again and suddenly pulled me on top of him, making me straddle his lap. | yelped and 


giggled slightly, looping my arms around his neck. 
"What's so funny?", he asked, 
"| don't know", | murmured. 


| was happy, but | didn't know how to express it. His hands caressed my skin and | sighed. It felt like a new kind 


of freedom. And it wasn't necessarily because the chain disappeared. 


It was the way he looked at me that made my heart pound against my chest and feel dizzy. | just didn't want 


to stop smiling and grinned at him even wider, holding him close to me. 


"What if they find me now?", | asked, hoping to hear an answer about how he'll never give me away, but his 
look changed and it made my smile fade. 


"Then they'll take you home and me to prison" | glanced down and swallowed with a bit of difficulty. 


"And what if | say that you didn't harm me?" He tilted his head and leaned back, watching me with gloomy 


eyes. 


"Then I've still kidnapped you and killed a few other people before." | reached down and carefully caressed his 


hand. 
"So then they mustn't find you." He sighed. 


"At least | hope they don't." Now that he was the one willing to care for me, | didn't want him to just 
disappear. 


‘Or else we'll run away", | said and he snorted. 
"Elope? That's fucked up, but sounds damn thrilling.” 
| smirked at him again and laid my head on his shoulder. 


"Have you ever thought about where you would go?" He turned his head to look at me, a derisive look 


appearing in his eyes. 
"Yeah, sure." 


"No, I'm serious, do you have a place where you would like to live?" He glanced aside and seemed to ponder for 


a second. 
"| don't know, maybe like South America" | nodded. 
"What about New Zealand?" He turned to me again, seeming a little surprised. 


"What about it?" | smiled shyly and shrugged. 


"IFs just a really beautiful country and people there are great. Also, no one would expect us there." James 


furrowed his eyebrows slightly. 
"All places seem like that in travel ads. How do you know?" 
"My parents once went to a conference there and brought me along. They didn't care much about what | was 


doing as long as | didn't get in their way and stayed out of trouble, so | got to explore a little. Its my dream to 


move there someday." 


James looked at me with interest while | was talking, but then just turned away again and laid his head back, 


drawing me closer. 
"Whatever you say." | hesitated for a second, then pressed a kiss to his neck. 
"Think about it?" 


James briefly cracked his eyes open and nodded. Assuming that it was the only answer | would get, | snuggled 


into him again and released a deep sigh, relaxing. 

We lied like that for a while. | was almost sure that James had fallen asleep and took the chance to admire 
that beautiful man. | could have spent my entire day like that, but eventually he opened his eyes again and 
took a quick glance at his phone, then gently ran his hand through my hair. 

"Come on, baby, | need to go out for a bit" | raised my head and looked at him. 

"Where?" He just kissed the top of my head. 


"Work" 


He took me by my hips and lifted me off of his lap, then stood up and went to his room for his jacket and 
boots. | absently watched the TV until he came back and looked over me. 


"Go to the bedroom and take some clothes from the dresser, you're gonna get a cold here." | nodded. He gave 


me one of his rare smiles and walked out. 


Seduced 
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Those few, coming hours gave me a lot of time to think. The fact that he already called me "baby" made my 
heart bubble over with emotions. | giggled again, | was his baby now. Never had anyone called me like that and 
it filled my heart with adoration for this man. | got up from the sofa and went to the bedroom, falling onto 
the bed and inhaling his scent, then buried my face in the soft fabric and sighed. 


The fact that he would be willing to run away with me clouded my brain with joy and | grinned into the pillow. 
Suddenly a realization hit me, we would be sleeping together in that bed tonight. 


Well, we had done last night, but this night it would be different. We had kissed My hands started shaking 
slightly as | thought of activities that might take place in that bed. Why are you even nervous, you've had his 
dick in your mouth twice, | thought. Still | sprawled myself out on the bed and stretched, sighing happily. My 


parents didn't even matter to me anymore. James did, and the fact that | was searched for bothered me. | 


didn't want to be found. 


James still wasn't back after a while of me just lying on the bed with my eyes closed, so | decided to follow 
his advice, and took out another shirt and a pair of sweatpants out of the wardrobe. They were too big for 
me, like everything else there, but at least they didn't look as awkward, all bunched up at my ankles. 


There were some shirts with band logos in that dresser as well and | smiled to myself. So he had a good taste 
in music too. Fuck, he was perfect. Aside from his job. When | was done with the clothes, | went back to the 
living room and decided to make myself useful. 


Really, | was just glad that | could move around again and was able to do stuff. First | cleaned up the dishes in 
the sink, then threw out some expired junk food from the fridge, cleaned the counters and dust all around the 
apartment, and eventually made myself and James some grilled cheese sandwiches. Not the most fancy meal, 
but there wasn't much to work with. 


It was already getting dark outside, | was sitting on the counter and eating by myself when James finally came 


home. He instantly looked at me and raised his eyebrows, seeming amused. 


"Look at you, actually eating with no one forcing you to." | rolled my eyes at him and nodded towards the plate 
on the table. 


‘| made some for you too." This time he seemed genuinely surprised as he approached me, took a sandwich 


from the plate and started eating it while leaning against another counter. 


"Uh... Thanks, kiddo." 
| smiled as | stood up, walked up to him and hugged my arms around his waist, slowly leaning into him. James 
just calmly watched me and continued to eat. | giggled as | saw breadcrumbs stuck in his beard and gently 


brushed them off. 


"Whatever happened to ‘baby'?" He swallowed down the last bite and loosely hung his arms on my sides, pulling 


me closer to him. 

"| don't want to overuse it.” | smiled and smoothed out his shirt. 

"Can | call you that?" It made James snort: 

"Don't you think that I'm a bit too old for that?" | raised my eyebrows at him. 

"How old are you, like sixty?" 

That made him laugh and he ran his hand through my hair. His laughter was beautiful, deep and warm. 

"No, thirty-four." 

His age actually surprised me, he looked younger than that. Not that it mattered. | simply leaned forward, 
raising myself on my tiptoes slightly, and left a gentle kiss on his lips, showing him that | didn't care. For some 
reason it only made his expressions darken. | got scared that | did something wrong and that fear must have 


shown, because he instantly gave me another kiss back, but that worried expression was still there. 


"By the way, we're having a check-up tomorrow. This guy named Mike will come over to see how you're doing." 
My eyes widened, but | tried to remain calm. 


"Why?" A little smile appeared on James: lips. 


"They wanna make sure that you're being miserable here. Miserable, but alive. I'll have to tie you up again and 
you'll have to act depressed" | nodded. The idea of having those chains on me again and someone else coming 
here was unsettling, but | knew that James would protect me. "I'm going to say horrible things to you, so will 


he, but you know that | don't mean it" 

| nodded again and laid my head on his chest. His hands grabbed my waist and he pressed his body against 
mine, then started stroking my back. Thoughts about his profession started spinning in my head again and | felt 
my insides twisting slightly. 


"How do you kill hostages?", | asked silently after a while. His hands stopped. 


"Usually | shoot them, its the simplest way", he said. "Or sometimes | drown then, it's much cleaner.” 

It was weird to hear it from his mouth like a cashier would talk about food he scanned. And just the thought 
that he actually killed people. He seemed short-tempered and sometimes crude, but not like a killer. At least 
not when he was with me. 

"And what about the other times?", | asked, not really sure if | wanted to know. 

"| once had to cut a hostage's throat", he said after a while, sounding lugubrious. 

An image of James slitting somebody's throat came to my mind. | could barely imagine him doing such things 
and a shiver ran down my spine. He was capable of killing someone within a split second and it scared me. He 


probably noticed that | had gone silent and tensed up, so he lifted up my chin 


"You know that | won't do that to you." | gave him a small smile, somehow knowing that he was telling the 


truth. 


"What's so different about me?" James gave me a deep, thoughtful look and | could clearly see that he was 
actually contemplating the question 


"l'm.. not sure, to be honest." 


| was a little surprised, James’ voice sounded genuinely lost. Not being sure how to react to that | decided not 


to react at all and make things a little more light-hearted instead. 


"Is it because I'm so pretty?" | joked. That seemed to snap James out of his daze, he fully focused on me 
again and gave a short snort. 


"Don't get all confident on me now", he warned and | smiled at him. 

Never" He brushed away a curl that was hanging on my face. 

"| mean. IFs not only about your looks, if that's what you're thinking’, he said and | nestled up to him. 
"What is it about then?" 

There was silence for a short while, during which | was just resting against James and listening to the 
rhythmic thumping of his heart. The sound calmed me almost to the point of closing my eyes, but James’ 


voice snapped me into awareness again. 


"Well.. You're also clever and funny when you want to be. Sometimes too cocky for your own good, but | like 


how you don't back down." 


These words were warming my heart, no matter how casual he sounded while saying them. No one had ever 
told me those things, especially not while holding me like that. It was also reassuring to know that James saw 


me as something more than just a fucktoy that was conveniently chained up in his apartment. 


| lightly nuzzled my cheek against his shirt and sighed. This was my place, in his arms, at that moment | knew 


it. 

"But fucking hell, you're pretty." | let out a short laugh into his chest. 

"You're not too bad yourself" That made him chuckle too. 

"Gee, thanks." 

We just stayed like that for a bit, neither saying anything and just enjoying each other's comfort. It was nice, 
simple as that. Eventually | was the one who pulled away first and raised myself slightly to kiss James. He 
gladly responded and gently placed his hands on my neck. When we pulled away his eyes traveled there too and 


| could see a spark of amusement in them. 


“Although, you know what? | hate to admit it, but it would be damn easy to kill you. Your veins are so visible." 
My eyes briefly widened and | slapped his chest, nearly terrified. 


"James!" His lips formed into a warm smile. 


"Sorry" He brought his hands down and closed them around mine, leaning forward and placing a light kiss on my 
lips. 


"| don't mind compliments, but not about my veins and how easy it would be to kill me", | said, trying not to let 
too much amusement shine through in my voice. James' eyes glowed with mischief. It was soothing to see him 


happy for once. 


"Well don't worry, because | would skin the person who would dare to touch you." As he said those words, a 


wave of heat rushed through my body. 

As violent as that sounded, | found it impossibly sweet. He wanted to protect me and keep me safe. A sense of 
security was something that | never had before. My parents had been mostly just concerned with keeping me 
fed and clothed, that was it, they never cared much about my well being. Hearing James say those words 
brought odd warmth to my heart. 

"Skinning people is a bit much. But thank you." James returned that smile and brought my lips to his. 


"I'd kill for you." | instantly pulled away from him and tried to make my expression seem as strict as possible. 


"Hey, no killing!" James just brought me back in, tracing his lips over my neck. 


"Come on, just a little bit." 


| half-heartedly slapped his chest, but honestly it was hard to resist his gentle kisses. | laughed as his beard 


and moustache tickled my sensitive skin 
"James, no." He pulled away again. 
"Not even once? On my birthday maybe?" | did my best not laugh. 


"No. 


He quietly snorted and pulled me closer until our faces were millimetres apart. Suddenly the playfulness left his 


eyes. | swallowed with a bit of difficulty and my heart started beating faster. 
"And what if someone would harm you? I'd have to kill them." 


| circled my arms around his neck and simply kissed him. | could never justify murder, it was inhumane, but | 


didn't argue with him. It felt nice to be protected for once. 


We broke apart and our eyes locked. The look in his suddenly darkened and he leaned down again, kissing me 
slowly and sensually. | gasped at the unbelievably good feeling and responded without hesitation His hands slid 
down my back and then suddenly they were on my ass, squeezing tightly. 


He turned us around and | was pressed to the kitchen counter, his body rubbing against mine. | moaned and 
felt him smile into the kiss before his tongue slipped between my lips and | obediently opened my mouth, letting 
him lead me completely. 


| moaned again, already breathless and my heart wildly beating in my chest. Was it going to happen now? | 
didn't know if | should be in anticipation or fear. His hands brushed against the waistband of my sweatpants and 
he was about to push them down, but | stopped him. 

My hands were trembling on his and he gave me a questioning look | was so embarrassed by my nerves. 

He was so hot and seemed so experienced while | was.. well, me. | had never really done it before. All my 
experiments with guys had ended at handjobs and giving head. | was somehow terrified that | would disappoint 


him. 


Not being good enough would mean that he wouldn't want me anymore and that would completely break 


whatever fragile self-confidence | had. 


"Is everything okay?", James asked and | quickly nodded and nervously bit down on my lip. 


"Yeah, but.." He raised his eyebrows at me, seemingly looking forward to know what bothered me. "Are we 


going to.. well." Realization washed over James’ face. 
"Fuck?" 
| felt heat rushing through my cheeks. Why did | have to be so goddamn awkward in front of him? 
"Yeah" 


James' body was still pressed against mine and it wasn't allowing me to think straight. | wanted to make love 


with him so badly, but | was also scared. James was watching me with a warm look on his face. 
"Only if you want +o. 

| wanted it! My fucking god did | desperately want it! But my eyes drifted away from his. 

"Ive. I've never really done it" He turned my head and made me look at him again 

"And you're scared of the pain?" The blush on my cheeks deepened if it was even possible. 

"Im scared to fuck up" James pressed a kiss to my temple. 


"You can't fuck up. You could just lay there, simply giving your beautiful body to me, and it would still be 
perfect." 


His voice was so soothing by my ear and | really wanted to believe him, and just give in. | nodded and gave him 
a wide-eyed look. | wasn't completely sure and he saw that. His smile was sympathetic as he looked at me and 
slowly ran his hands down my body. 

Suddenly that same spark of mischief appeared in his eyes. 


"You know what else feels really good?" 


| shook my head, feeling curious and ready to take whatever he gave me. His hands came back to my 


waistband. 
"Just trust me." 


| did. More than anyone else, as weird as our situation was. James' hands made the sweatpants and boxers 
slide down my way too bony hips and | stepped out of them when they reached my ankles. Then he kicked off 
his shoes and quickly undressed too. Entirely. | stared at his godlike naked body for a while, until James’ hand 
running over my cheek brought me back to reality. 


He smirked and pointedly looked at my shirt. | took the hint and took it off, crumbling it in my hands. James 
quickly took it from me and mindlessly threw it on the floor. His eyes were locked on my body, shining with 
hunger and desire. | felt tiny under his gaze and almost wanted to cover up, but at the same time | loved the 
fact that he felt such a huge need for me. Finally, he stepped closer and | wondered what he was going to do 


next. 


My question was answered when he grabbed my ass and pushed his hips against mine, making our dicks rub 
together between our bodies. He started thrusting forward and | gasped at the sensation. 


My hands weakly clung onto his shoulders as James slowly built up a rhythm and | threw my head back in 
pleasure, my mouth slightly open and my eyes squeezed shut. | felt him smiling as he started to leave soft 
kisses on my skin while his hips were thrusting forward with full force, making me feel dizzy. 

"You like that?", he breathed into my ear. 

"Yes", | whispered breathlessly and he held me tighter, grinding against my hips. 


"And now imagine that-" Another strong thrust that made me bite my lip and whine. "-inside of you." 


| moaned and started moving my hips along with his, the friction increasing steadily. The image of him grabbing 


me and roughly pounding into me conquered my mind and | gasped. 

"Please..", | silently begged. His lips reached my ear, teeth grazing over the flesh. 
"What?" | fell against him, panting heavily. 

"Please, fuck me" He chuckled darkly, making a shiver run down my spine. 


"You changed your mind damn fast" | was still scared, but being shown by him that it would feel so good, my 


mind was clouded with newfound desire. "You're so needy, baby", he murmured against my skin. 
| only started responding to his thrusts harder, pleasure starting to completely take over my mind. "Yes." 
He chuckled again, aiming his hips right at my dick and making me desperately moan. This felt better than 


anything else | had experienced and | needed more. More of him. Luckily James wasn't in the mood to tease me 


any longer. He grabbed me by my hips, dragged me to the table and laid me down on it. 


Taken 
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James was doing everything with incredible urgency and | could see lust shining in his eyes. It was comforting 


to know that he wanted this as much as | did, and wasn't just playing around with me. 


He was now standing at the very edge of the table and | took this opportunity to wrap my legs around his 
waist. A smirk formed on his lips as he brought up his hand to my face and outstretched two fingers towards 
me. | somehow instinctively knew what to do and sucked them into my mouth. 


James watched me as | eagerly sucked on his fingers, trying to leave as much spit behind as | could. Finally, he 
must have decided that it was enough and pulled his hand away, making me release a small slurp. He ran those 
fingers down my ass, leaving a wet trail and, with no warning whatsoever, pushed in the first one, making my 
breath hitch slightly. The feeling was weird, but not particularly painful or pleasant. It was just.. there. 


He started moving it in and out and | allowed my head to fall back, trying to figure out the sensation Suddenly 
his fingertip brushed against something that made me arch my back up from the table and cry out. Seeing my 


reaction he did it again and got the same response. 


That was when his second finger joined the first and this time it did hurt. He was stretching me more than 
what was comfortable and the mild discomfort turned into burning and stinging. 


| hissed and gripped the sides of the table. James, seeing my reaction, pushed in both of his fingers all the way 
in one smooth movement, aimed them at that sweet spot and started massaging it, making my eyes roll back 


from how fucking good it felt. | imagined his dick doing the same and barely restrained myself from coming 


from that thought alone. 

My own dick was throbbing by now and | found most of my doubts dwindling into the nothing. 

Something made me crave for more physical contact with him, so | forced myself to open my eyes and 
outstretched my arms towards him. He immediately moved into them, allowing me to cling to him and drag him 
down to my lips. 

| wanted him so badly, not matter what. His lips were addicting and | needed this poison. 

But the kiss was soothing, his lips and tongue were doing everything to make me relax. And it worked, soon | 


got more or less used to the feeling of his fingers inside of me and it wasn't enough anymore. | pulled away 


from James and tried not to show how terrified | was, but also waiting, greedy for him. 


"l-I think l'm ready." 


Something that almost sounded like a growl came out from deep inside of James' chest. He pulled away slightly, 
spat on his palm and quickly slicked up his dick. He shot me a look that was almost apologetic. 


"Its going to hurt again" 

| nodded and gave him a hesitant smile, which seemed to encourage him. He came back to my embrace and | 
felt the head of his cock pressing against my entrance. My eyes widened, | briefly thought that there was no 
way that that thing was going to fit inside of me. One of James’ hands ran up my body and landed on my jaw, 
softly stroking my cheek. 


‘Its okay, it'll feel good, | promise." | nodded, not really feeling reassured. He pushed against me and finally my 
muscles gave way. The head entered me and | cried out again, but it wasn't from pleasure this time. 


"Oh fuck! James, it hurts..", | managed to pant and threw my head back. 


His hands grabbed my waist and pulled me closer. "It's okay, it'll get better when I'm all the way in’, he 
whispered, pushing in a little further. 


Pain continued to taunt my body and | arched my back, tears gathering in the corners of my eyes. | knew that 
it was going to hurt, but not like that. Not that badly. 


"Fuck, wait", he suddenly said and slowly pulled out. 
My head shot up at the sudden weird feeling of emptiness and | gave him a questioning look, my sight blurry 
from tears. He kissed my forehead and then picked me up, carrying me to the bedroom. | wrapped my arms 


around his neck. 


"Your first time should be in a more comfortable place than a table", he explained and kicked the door open 


with his foot, walking over to the bed There was a small smirk tugging at the corners of his lips. 
"But once I'm done with you, | swear I'll do you on every spot in this flat.” 


With that he laid me down onto the bed and | relaxed, the soft sheets caressing my naked skin. He sat down 


next to me and eyed me for a second, his large hands smoothing down my body. 
"Thank god that you belong to me now, there is no way | will share you." 


"Doesn't sound bad to me." 


| smiled nervously and James returned that smile, then got on top of me again, pressing our bodies together 


another time. He started trailing kisses down my neck as he carefully pushed the tip in again 


| instantly bit down on my lip not to make a sound and tried to relax my body as much as | could. | wanted to 


belong to James in every sense of the word, even if that meant enduring pain. 


After allowing me to adjust for a bit he started slowly pushing forward with small thrusts. A whine left my 
lips and | hugged him closer to me. James was going to make me feel good, | trusted him. With each inch he 
slid in, a new wave of pain rolled through my body and | felt tears gathering in my eyes again, but | quickly 


squeezed them shut, so he wouldn't see me crying and think of me as weak. 


Finally | felt his hipbones pressing against my ass and he stopped. A hot breath left his mouth right against 


my neck. 


"Fuck, you're so tight baby, it feels amazing." | just reached up and ran my fingers through his hair, trying not 


to whimper when he moved inside of me slightly. 
"Shh, its going to stop hurting soon" 


With that he slid almost all the way out of me and then slowly eased in again. And he was right, it actually 
hurt a bit less. A few slow thrusts like that and | almost started getting used to that feeling. | dared to open 
my eyes again and saw James watching me. His look was filled with desire, pupils dilated. When our looks met 
he gave me a slight smirk and captured my lips. As we kissed, his thrusts slowly became more frequent and 


less careful. A few times he hit my prostate and | let out silent moans. 


Eventually we broke apart and by then he was thrusting into me in a pretty steady and strong pace. | allowed 
my head to fall back against the sheets and just watched the way his muscles flexed each time he moved his 
hips. This was actually starting to feel somewhat good and | looked up at James with excited eyes, sudden 


anticipation coming up and stomach tightening. 
"Please go harder?" 


He chuckled and pulled my legs a little higher so they were wrapping around his waist, then | felt him pulling 
out almost all the way. 


"You want it-" Suddenly he slammed into me forcefully, making me yelp and dig my fingernails into his 
shoulders. He gave a breathy groan. "-hard?" 


"Yeah", | whined, my toes curling with pleasure. 


He then started to forcefully slam into me, every movement making me whimper, writhe under him and gasp. 
The pain got stronger again, but | no longer cared, because James was hitting my prostate over and over 


again, making white spots dance in front of my eyes. | just moaned loudly, harshly clinging onto his shoulders. 


My nails dug into his skin and that made him hiss, but then all of a sudden he chuckled. 


"You wanna leave your mark on me?" | smiled slightly, in part because of his suggestive question and in part 


because of how fucking good | felt at the moment. 
"Maybe." | panted out. 


James leaned down, quickly kissed me and gave me a devilish look, not breaking his rhythm once and continuing 
to make me shake underneath him. His hipbones hit my inner thighs so hard that | was sure that there would 


be bruises later on, but for some reason it made me feel warm. 
"Go for it." 


| looked up from my pondering and raised my eyebrows in surprise, but then quickly pulled him down, sucking 
into his neck. James let out a moan and only started pounding into me harder. | was devouring his neck, making 


sure to leave at least a few red marks. Maybe he would belong to me with those marks. Just a tiny bit. 


Heat started building up in my lower stomach and clouded my mind. | was desperately holding onto James, but 
eventually had to give up and fell back in the bed, greedily sucking in air and listening to the sound of our skin 


slapping together. James saw that | was close and leaned down to my ear. 
"That's right, come for me.." 


His deep whisper made me moan and my hands disappeared from his back, clawing into the bed sheets instead 
while | completely gave myself to him. | felt tense, but so limp, slightly dizzy and hazy in my brain 


His thrusts got harder and aimed right for my prostate, making my dick twitch. One particularly hard hit 
finally made me arch off the bed from all the heat that was suddenly rushing off right into my dick | reached 
for it and started to quickly jack myself off, whining at the unbearable pleasure. 


"Fuck, James l'm going to-" 


Before | could finish the sentence, | let go, coming all over my hand, violently emptying my balls and shaking like 
a leaf. So many different sensations went through me and | more felt myself releasing a loud yell of James’ 


name than heard it. 


My insides clenched around James, which made him give out an animalistic growl, and with three hard thrusts 


he came as well. 


His eyes rolled back into his head as his whole body tensed. | felt his hot seed inside of myself and moaned at 
the odd, yet arousing feeling. He stayed on top of me like that for a while, keeping his eyes closed, but when he 
finally wanted to lift himself off of me and pull out, | wrapped my legs around him tighter and held him in 


place. 


"Wait." His drowsy eyes looked at me questioningly. | just gave him a shy smile and wrapped my arms around 
him too, pulling him back on top of me and snuggling up to him. "I wanna stay like this for a bit” 


He arched an eyebrow at me. "You mean sweaty and sticky with cum?" 


| giggled and shook my head, making a few strands of hair stick to my sweaty forehead. "No.. Just together. 


Connected" 

James snorted and gave in, nuzzling his face into the crook of my neck. "Aren't you fucking romantic." 
"Just not as prudish as you." 

"Said the former virgin" 


| didn't respond and just smiled and ran my hands over his wet back. It should've been disgusting, but | loved it. 
He was like that because of me. He did his best to bring me pleasure. It was weirdly satisfying. We laid like that 
for a while, occasionally sharing a sweet kiss and caressing each other's bodies until finally James decided that 


it was enough and carried me to the shower. 


We showered together, but it was nothing more than sweet kissing and actual washing up, because | were too 
spent for round two. James did wink at me afterwards and say that we would be repeating it though, which 
made me equally embarrassed and excited. 


We spent the rest of the evening not really doing much except watching random, old movies on TV and 
cuddling. It was really simple, but at the same time incredible. We talked and | got to learn a lot about James 
while he learned about me. It wasn't important stuff, he couldn't tell me that, but stuff like when his birthday 


is and what his favorite food was. It seemed to make him feel more human 


By the time we were both on the verge of sleep, | felt like we were closer together. | only briefly remembered 
tomorrow's visit and it did make me feel slightly uneasy, because | didn't want to be chained up on that 


mattress, have James acting like a dick and pretend to be miserable. He wasn't like that. 


| wasn't miserable, | felt like for the first time in my life | was truly happy with this man who cared about 
me. But | forced myself to calm down, | had to trust James. No matter what, he would protect me. 


My fantasy came true that night and | got to actually sleep with him, sharing the same blanket, his arms 
protectively wrapped around me and our legs intertwined. Never had | felt so safe and loved. 


Tainted 


| got woken up by a large hand shaking my shoulder. 

"Jason, wake up, we overslept, the guy's gonna be here any minute!" 

| was awake within seconds and sat up, rubbing my eyes. But before | could even properly sort out my 
thoughts, James dragged me up and back to the heater. He hurriedly shoved me onto the mattress and locked 
the chain around my waist, his body tense. The chain was uncomfortably tight and | hissed at a slight shot of 
pain. 

"James, it hu-" 

"No time, we have to hurry up", he interrupted me. 

| closed my mouth and swallowed. | understood that James had to be careful and decided to keep quiet about 
it, not wanting to cause him any unnecessary trouble. He threw me the t-shirt that | had been wearing when | 
woke up in the flat and | put it on, wincing at the chain cutting into my flesh. | looked up at James and he 


hurriedly leaned down, leaving a kiss on my forehead, 


"Let's hope that this shit will be over soon and | get to be in bed with you again’, he said and | could barely 


contain a smile, instantly forgiving his roughness. 

He couldn't do anything about it, right? 

A loud, impatient bumping on the door made us both look up and my heart started pounding in my chest. | 
tried to get into a rather comfortable position so the chain wouldn't hurt too badly, and heard James getting 
over to the door. 

He quickly unlocked it and wordlessly allowed the man inside. The guy was slightly shorter than James, had 
dark, slicked back hair and looked just extremely unpleasant. Not that he was ugly, it was just the way he 
carried himself around. He was overflowing with self-confidence and ego, you could just tell. The man's narrow 
blue eyes were instantly on me and he sneered. 


"So that's the precious boy that those two don't really wanna take back?" 


The words stung a little when | really thought about them. There was no need to rub it in. James casually 
followed the man and leaned against the table. 


"Yeah, in all his glory." 


Glory was hardly the word when | was curled up on that old mattress and wearing a stinking t-shirt. The man 


knelt down in front of me and roughly grabbed my chin, examining my face. My eyes quickly shot to James 


and | saw his jaw clenching, but he didn't react in any other way. 

"Such a timid little face and you keep him locked up like a misbehaving pet" 

James folded his arms on his chest. The longer that man was touching me, the angrier he seemed to get. 
"It's so the little bastard wouldn't escape." The man turned to him curiously, still holding my face. 

"Did he try to?" James shook his head, no emotion present on his face. 

"He's scared shitless." The guy laughed and turned back to me, patting my cheek in a way that would almost 
seem friendly if it wasn't for our position His hand was humid and | resisted the urge to wipe my face after 
he withdrew his hand. 


"Good..", he growled out, His eyes ran down my body, all the way to my bare legs. 


"This one's a fucking beauty though. Had any fun with him?" James shot him an angry look and crossed his 


arms on his chest. 

"No. He's a hostage.” That just made the man chuckle. 

"There were a few times when that didn't stop you." 

Out of all the things that he said, this made my heart beat the fastest. | glanced at James and he quickly 
looked away to the ground, his eyes roaming it. He had done this with others. The thought slowly settled in my 


head along with shock and betrayal and | shot him another, desperate glance that he didn't return and it hurt. 


| didn't have time to contemplate it though, the man suddenly pulled me in, leaving only a few inches between 


us. He reeked of cigars and | wrinkled my nose. 

"What do you say, sweetheart? Wanna sit on my dick?" 

My eyes widened and | fearfully scooted away from him. That made anger flash through the man's eyes and 
out of nowhere, he punched me. His fist hit me straight in the nose, white spots appeared in front of my eyes 
and | felt blood spilling out from it. | reached upward and touched my nose. It didn't hurt that badly, it wasn't 
broken, but it hurt and dark blood dripped onto my hands. 

The next thing | knew, James violently pulled him away from me and grabbed the guy by the throat. 


"Leave him the fuck alone." 


| had never heard James so pissed off through my entire stay at the hideout. His look was murderous and his 


voice sharp as a razor blade, yet so deadly calm. The man defensively raised his hands, face as imperturbable 


as ever and James released him. 

"Jesus fucking Christ, relax! He was acting like a brat anyway. If you're gonna act so pissy and territorial, we 
could always share him?" James just continued to glare at him and | felt a bit of confidence coming back to 
me. James would protect me. The man had probably been lying, there was no way that James had done this 
with others. 

"Don't even think about touching him" The man's eyes trailed down to James’ neck that had bright hickeys on 
it from the previous night and he sneered. | instantly felt remorse coming upon me and cursed myself in my 
head - it couldn't have been more obvious. 


"Possessive of your toy, huh? Didn't mommy ever teach you to share?", the man mocked. 


James seemed to fathom where the other man was looking and turned slightly, so the red marks wouldn't be 


so visible. 


"He's not my fucking toy, | had a hooker over last night” The man didn't seem to believe it, but still shrugged 


dismissively, Turning to me again. 
"Fine, whatever. | can wait until you'll get tired of him, then I'll have my fun 


"You won't" The man glanced at James again, his eyebrows suspiciously furrowed. | felt my heartbeat picking 
up, what if he figured it out? He opened his mouth to say something, but James cut him off. 


"You won't have time, he'll take a fuckin’ bullet soon anyway. 


| swallowed and lowered my head. James had promised to never hurt me, but the way he said it still made my 
heart clench a litle. | bit my lip and leaned against the wall. 


The man's words came back to me again during that moment. About how there were others. Doubts started 
flooding my mind and suddenly | felt unsure. There was a very realistic possibility that James just wanted to 
have sex with me. Well, last night he got it. Now he could just shoot me and in one week, | would have been 
forgotten. 


The man's heavy footsteps approaching the mattress made me glance up again 


"And until then? It'd be such a waste to just let him die", he said, casually wiping some non-existent dirt off 


his jacket while James seemed to slowly come down from his anger, trying to appear collected. 
"Still, | am obligated to keep him well" His voice sounded sharp like a knife, he was angry. 


"Went too rough on the last one?", the man asked, his nasal voice making my ears tingle. Blood from my sore 


nose finally ran over my lips and down to my chin. | frowned and wiped it off with the corner of my shirt. 


"There was no last onel", James snapped. That made my hopes rise a small bit and | took a shaky breath, 


looking up at the two men that seemed so tall in front of me. 


"That's a really nice bruise that he's got on his cheek, has that go anything to do with you?", the man asked 


cockily, rolling up his sleeves. 


"He misbehaved because he's a spoiled little pain in the ass that didn't want to eat his meal." The man laughed 


shortly and then coughed after. 
"That sounds more like you. | wonder why he isn't beaten black and blue already. | know you better.” 


"He would deserve it, but I'll save that for his last hours." Despite everything | still lowered my head, hiding 


behind my hair. His words sounded so damn convincing. 


“Aw, look how you scared himl", the man scoffed and laughed afterwards. "Would you mind if | spent a few 


minutes alone with him?" 
That seemed to immediately catch James! attention. "For what?" 


A self-satisfied grin spread across the man's face and he quickly glanced at me. 


"l'm here to make sure that he's kept well, right? Well, | can't do that if his babysitter keeps getting in the 


way." 

| could see that James was struggling not to look at me, | could see his jaw bone grinding. | desperately wanted 
him to do it. | would've begged him with my eyes to stay, because | was terrified of that man. | would have 
asked him if all those things about the other hostages were true, but he didn't look at me. He just gave that 
guy a strict nod. 


"Two minutes. If | hear the boy screaming, | swear to god, I'll throw you out the fucking window" The man 


obviously took those words as a joke and just gave James an amused look. 


"Sure, man." 


With that, to my horror, James went to the bedroom and closed the door behind him. | just helplessly stared 
at the place where he stood before. Meanwhile the man came up to me and knelt down again. The next second 


he pulled out a short, but shiny blade out of the inner pocket of his suit and casually aimed it my way. 


"Make a yelp and I'll drain much more blood than just from your nose.. understood?" My eyes went wide and | 


quickly nodded. The man smirked and patted my cheek that still had a faint bruise on it again 


"Good boy." His eyes went down my body again. "He's an idiot if he really didn't do anything with you.. If | were 
him, I'd take you multiple times a day." 


The thought about this man in James’ place made shudders run through my body. | was absolutely revolted. 
The man's proximity was already making me sick and during that moment all | wanted was to have James by 


my side. 


Based on the man's evil look, he got an idea of some sort and leaned in again. | had nowhere to back away 


anymore, so | just watched his approaching figure terrified. He was extremely close. 
"We don't have much time, but.. Come on, give daddy a little kiss.” 


| turned my head away, on the verge of crying. The man roughly grabbed my jaw and turned me back to him 


again, sticking the knife in front of my face and making me wince. 

‘lm not gonna repeat myself, motherfucker." 

Tears gathered in my eyes and | held back my sobs, afraid of getting stabbed as | leaned forward. At a certain 
distance | just stopped, but he grabbed me by my hair and pushed me the rest of the way to his face. This 
time | did let out a quiet sob into his lips. It was disgusting. 

Those lips weren't warm and soft like James’, they were chapped, moist and rough. And the man didn't have a 
soft moustache that would tickle me, he had a short stubble that scratched my skin. It lasted mercifully 
short, but | could feel tears streaming down my face. The man pulled away, wiped off my blood from his lips 
with the back of his hand and gave me a mocking smile. 


"Be glad for that moron and his morals, otherwise I'd be making you scream right now." 


| just shrunk back into the corner, as far away from him as possible and felt myself trembling. The guy got 
up and opened the door to the bedroom. 


"l'm done with him." 

James instantly walked out, like he was waiting by the door. He turned to me and his eyes became furious. 
"The fuck did you do to him?" The man pretended to be surprised. 

"What? | just mentioned his parents and the fucking wimp burst into tears." 


James didn't believe him, | could see it, but he didn't press it any further. He simply seemed annoyed with the 


man's presence. 


"Anything else?" 


The guy glanced around the apartment, looking for stuff that he could pick on Finally he looked back at James 
and shrugged. 


"Doesn't seem like it" 

James was standing between the man and the door and stepped out of his way, wordlessly showing what he 
wanted him to do. The man chuckled and stuffed his hands into the pockets of his jacket as he started walking 
towards it. 

"Fine, I'll leave you and doll-face alone. Don't have too much fun" 


Before leaving he looked back at me one last time and winked. James practically slammed the door behind him. 


It all crashed down on me while | kept staring at the door. James didn't seem to love me, even worse, he only 


used me. | felt abused and hurt. Ugly and compelling. Like nothing. 


As soon as | heard an engine getting started and driving off, | hid my face in my knees and started sobbing. 


Confessed 


| heard footsteps, the tap water running and then a warm hand on my back. The fact that | was no longer 
sure if James wasn't just using me made me flinch away and turn my head to the wall, reluctant to face him. 


The chain cut into my waist even more because of how far on the mattress | was and | bit down on my lip 


not to sob. 


"Jason", he said softly. | shook my head and hugged my legs tighter, not looking at him. He sighed. "l'm sorry 
for him, he's always like that." 


‘lm not the first one?", | bitterly asked. The sudden question made James stop. He seemed unsure all of a 
sudden. 


"I. You know what, fuck it, I'm gonna be honest with you, okay? No, you're not, but it was never something 


serious with the others." 
| turned my head at him, forcing myself not to break down, not to let tears stream down my cheeks, not to 
show weakness, and gave him a cold stare. On the inside | felt as if a cold hand gripped my heart and painfully 


squeezed it. 


"And this time it is? Is it some trick to make us feel special so we wouldn't reject you and you'd get to use 


us?" 


The fact that | had to use "us" made me feel disgusted by myself. He had told me that there was something 
different about me, something that attracted him. So much for that | guess. 


James shook his head, his eyes seeming concerned. | would have almost called them hurt if | didn't know any 


better. Only now did | notice the wet cloth in his hand with which he probably wanted to wipe my face. 
"| promise that it's not like that." James' voice was deep and serious. 


"How is it then?", | asked, my voice tearful and angry at the same time. Yes, he was in control here, but | 


refused to be his "toy", as that guy had called me. James took a deep breath and ran a hand through his hair. 


"| don't know, | just fucked them if they offered themselves to me. It wasn't very often and there were no 


feelings involved." 
That made me fully look up and he used it as an opportunity to carefully take my chin and wipe my face clean 


"So you want me to believe that you have feelings for me", | murmured, my heart aching and excruciatingly 


thumping against my ribs. He got up and put the cloth in the sink, then turned around and leaned against it. 


"Kind of", he said, his voice unsure. 

"Then why did you lie to me? You told me that you usually don't do this. That l'm differe-" 

My voice broke and | took a deep breath, still holding all tears back. | felt the chain move and the next 
moment, blood seeped through my shirt. James’ look followed mine and his eyes widened. Within a few steps he 


was by my side and pulled the shirt off. The chain was bloody. It wasn't much blood, but it hurt. 


"Fuck", he murmured and took the chain off, quickly checking the small wound and using that same shirt to 
wipe the blood around it. "Fuck, l'm sorry, | didn't want to make it so tight." | just shook my head. 


"Forget it." With those words | turned away from him and when he reached out to touch me, | just flinched 
away again. That made his hand pause for a second, but then he slowly started stroking my bare back anyway. 


‘lm sorry for not being entirely honest with you. Yes, | fucked a few other hostages, but you're not like them. 
| never kissed them or allowed them to sleep in my bed. They were random chicks who offered themselves to 
me in exchange for freedom that they never got, usually girlfriends of some criminal who owed someone 
money, so | was hired. You're nothing like them at all, | do have feelings for you.” 

| slowly allowed my back to relax, but still didn't look at him. 


"What difference does it make, l'm gonna soon bite the bullet anyway.’ 


James' hand stilled Then he sternly grabbed my shoulder and turned me to look at him. The wound on my 
stomach stretched and | winced. He ignored it though and gave me a strict look. 


"We talked about this, | had to lie to him. | would never fucking hurt you." | lowered my eyes to the ground, 


making hair fall on my face and shielding me from him. 
"You already have.." 


Silence. | felt my eyes watering again and quickly blinked the tears away. James grip softened and he allowed 


his hand to trail down my arm. 
‘I'm sorry, baby." 


He circled his arms around me and gently pulled me to lean against his chest. | didn’t resist, but didn't fully 
give in either. James started stroking my hair and | felt his lips pressing against my head. 


"Please let me take care of you." 


| didn't answer. | wanted to believe his words so fucking badly, but | didn't know if | could. He lied to me and 
that was enough of a reason not to trust him. Warm fingertips gently traced my jaw and lifted my head up, 


making my eyes meet his. He leaned down and kissed me, it was a soft and careful kiss, with him holding me in 


his embrace surprisingly gently. 


"| wasn't being entirely honest. And don't mind Mike, he's an asshole, but he's always like this. Trying to 
intimidate the hostages." 


He kissed me again, quicker this time. If only | could stay mad at him when he silently begged me with his eyes. 


His words seemed honest and devoted, and somehow at that moment it was enough. 


"Take care of me how?", | silently asked. James smiled and | resisted the urge to just melt right into his arms, 


instead acting like | only endured his actions. He stood up and outstretched his hand to help me up. 


"Carry me?", | pleaded, knowing that now that he wanted to apologize, he wouldn't turn down even a ridiculous 


request like this. 


He instantly knelt beside me and slipped his arms under my knees and back, picking me up. | hugged his neck 
and breathed in his scent. | was still torn apart, he had lied to me, that was for sure, but he also seemed to 


genuinely care for me and that was all | had ever wanted. 


James carried me to the bedroom and gently laid me down on the sheets. He instantly took the opportunity to 
check if my nose wasn't badly damaged and took a closer look at the wound on my stomach. It wasn't terribly 
big or deep and it had mostly stopped bleeding, but it was painful, because the top layer of my skin was 
rubbed off. 


James frowned at the sight, then stood up and left the room. In a minute he was back with a band-aid in his 

hand that he carefully placed over the patch of raw skin. He seemed dead serious while doing it, but | felt the 
gentleness in his touch and knew that he was truly sorry. 

When he was done, James leaned back and simply looked at me without saying anything, his palm calmly laying 
on my side. | didn't dare to look back at him though, because | knew that if | looked into those remorseful, icy 
blue eyes, I'd instantly give in and pull him into my arms. 

All of a sudden James reached out and gently made me turn to him. 

"What did he say to you when | left you two alone?" 

The memory of those rough lips forcefully pressed against mine washed over me and | shuddered. Suddenly | 

felt dirty. Anger came over James' face when he saw my reaction. "Jason? What did he do to you?" Now my 
eyes got tearful and James instantly pulled me into a tight hug. 

"Fuck, talk to me. What happened?" 


This time | couldn't pretend to be distant, | needed James' warmth and the security that he gave me, so | 


leaned into him and rested my head on his chest. 
"He. He had a knife.. He threatened me and made me kiss him" | felt his grip tighten 

"HI kill him’, James growled. | quickly wrapped my arms around him. 

"No, you won't" He pulled away and ran his thumb over my lips, almost if cleaning them. 


"That asshole deserves it", he snapped angrily and held me closer, running his lips over my temple. "He 


threatened you and even dared to touch you." 

| closed my eyes. | didn't want to think about it anymore. 

"Please stop", | pleaded and felt him relax a little. "It doesn't matter anymore." | wanted James to comfort me 
and cuddle with me now, to show me that he saw something in me, not waste his time and energy with that 


man. 


"Yes it does matter." James sounded like he was about to burst, his voice coming from deep inside his chest. 


"He wanted to take what's mine and that's enough for me to fucking cut through him." | shook my head. 
"Don't talk like this, it won't help. And he didn't get me, did he?" James sighed, sounding exasperated. 

"Thank god that he didn't" He let me go and gently laid me down again, then raised his hand and stroked my 
hair. "I'll be right back, stay in bed." He started getting up and | quickly grabbed his forearm, realizing what he 
wanted to do. 


"James, no!" He sighed and | could see the desperation in his eyes. 


"He fucking dared to touch and harm you, | can't just let him gol" He started pulling his hand out of mine and | 
clung to it tighter. 


"You can. Please, | need youl" That made him pause for a second and | instantly knew what to do to stop him. | 
didn't like playing vulnerable and fragile, but if it was what it took to keep James from doing something stupid, | 
would do it. | gave him the saddest look that | could come up with and scooted closer to his side. 


"James, please stay here and hold me?" 


He was being torn apart, | could tell. He just needed one last push. | carefully sat up, trying not to move my 


wound too much and got close to his face. "I can still feel his lips on mine, please make it go away.’ 


James' eyes flashed angrily and he crashed his lips against mine, his head slightly tilted, so he wouldn't hurt 


my nose further. | quickly wrapped my arms around him and leaned back, dragging him on top of me. 


His mouth was aggressively moving against mine and | was instantly drawn in by the hunger of the kiss. | 
spread my legs and wrapped them around his hips to make sure that he wouldn't decide differently and go 
away. James instantly pressed himself against me, carefully avoiding being too rough with my waist. We broke 


apart and | shyly smiled at him. 


"Are you gonna stay? You make me feel safe, you know.." | begged him with my eyes while saying that and it 


worked. James gave me a short nod and leaned down again, softly brushing his lips against mine. 

"He's going to pay in due time", he murmured, his eyes closed and lips moving against mine as he was speaking. 
"He's not worth it", | said, trying to convince him. 

"You are." He opened his eyes that almost seemed to shine in the light. | just tightened my legs and pressed 
him against me, making him let out a shaky breath. "If he hurt you any more, | would've killed him on the 
spot." 

| ran my hand through his hair and smiled. 


"Thank you for wanting to keep me safe, but this would just get you in trouble." James snorted. 


‘I'm an assassin, | know how to get away with murder." | gently slapped him on the chest and pulled him into 


another kiss. 
"Just because you can, doesn't mean that you should!" 


He rolled his eyes, but didn't answer this time, claiming my lips instead. | didn't try to press the matter any 
further, just feeling glad that he was with me and there was nothing to be afraid of anymore. Or at least for 
the time. James lied down on my chest and we continued to kiss and caress each other, seemingly making all 


the problems go away. 


Caught 


A sharp noise of ringing woke us up from our drowsy state between sleep and being awake. James lazily lifted 
his head off of my chest and glanced at the floor where his jeans were carelessly lying after he had discarded 
them along with all of our other clothes during the make out session. | ran my fingers through his short, 
fluffy hair and chuckled as he released something that almost sounded like a husky purr. 


"Just leave it be, it'll stop ringing." James groaned and pushed himself up. 
"| can't." 


With that he got up and went to his jeans, taking his phone out of the front pocket. | just watched him from 
the bed through half-opened eyelids. James quietly cursed as he looked at the number of the caller and 


answered the phone, moving to the window as he did it. 


"Yeah?" He leaned onto the window frame. | saw him frowning and he swallowed. His hand gripped onto the wood. 


"Shit", he said and | felt worry grow inside of me. He seemed alerted. "Sure, | will. Thanks dude, | owe you." 


He hung up and the next moment he was beside me, putting on his trousers and shirt. Somehow | knew that 


things weren't right. 


"What's wrong?", | asked. He only shot me a brief glance, but then quickly opened the wardrobe and took out a 


backpack. "James?" 


"Get dressed", he hurriedly said, ignoring my question. When | didn't move, he turned around, his eyes 
distressed and somewhat annoyed. "Hurry up, we don't have time!" | bit my lip, but stayed still. 


"Tell me what's wrong." He sighed, shot me another annoyed look and ran one hand through his hair. 


"They know where we are. | wouldn't be surprised if that motherfucker has something to do with it.", he said. 
"We need to leave. Now." 


As soon as the words left his mouth, my heart started hammering against my chest. The police knew where 
we were? Everything in my mind screamed ‘No!’ with great emphasis and | hurriedly got out of the bed, 
accepting the clothes he threw to me. My thought wildly rushed through my head, in no order at all. They 


couldn't find us, not now when | was finally happy with someone else. 


| didn't want to get back to my parents, | belonged to James. | wanted to be with him and no one else, even if 


that meant fleeing. We couldn't be separated now, when | finally had what | needed all along. 


James seemed worried as he walked in and out of the room, gathering things. It made the uneasy feeling in my 


chest grow even more, he was supposed to be strong one between us, my protector. If he was worried, then 


how fucking terrified was | supposed to be? 


| distracted myself by helping James and looking around for anything that could seem helpful on the road. The 
wound on my waist started aching again from all the moving around, but | couldn't care less with all the other 
things that were flooding my mind at the moment. We quickly gathered all the things that were the most 
necessary from the apartment, stuffing the backpack to the point where it could barely close. 


| saw the way James' eyes lingered on his guitar, but then he quickly looked away, grabbed my hand and 
dragged me to the living room. | made a quiet promise to myself that if we stayed together and | ever had 


the extra money, I'd get him a new guitar. It was a silly and whimsical dream, but | just wanted James to be 


happy. 


We went straight to the door, not pausing once. | took a last glance at the mattress on the ground and then 
turned to the door. It was almost jarring to walk through it, | hadn't seen anything but the tiny apartment for 
quite a bit. We quickly went down a few fleets of stairs and then we were outside. The fresh air hit me 
unexpectedly and | took a greedy breath of it as we walked along the sidewalk. The sky was already turning 
pinkish and | smiled slightly at the sight. 


Looking back, we were staying in a considerably small and trashy looking apartment building. The entire area 
reminded me of a small town, but | didn't dare to bother James with questions about where we were. Instead, | 
obediently followed him to a black van that was probably intentionally parked a little further away, so it 


wouldn't raise suspicion Although | had no idea how a car like this could not be suspicious. 


When we sat down inside of it, James instantly turned on the engine and drove off, speeding quite a lot. His 
fingers were drumming against the steering wheel and he seemed overall nervous, which made me feel even 
more scared and my heart started painfully thumping against my ribs. Suddenly he turned to me and looked up 
and down my body. 


"Open the glove compartment, there should be a pair of sunglasses and some sort of a rubber band or a 


bracelet to tie your hair with there. It ain't good if someone sees you through the car window." 

| quickly opened it and reached for the rubber band to tie my hair up. Then | dug around and pulled out a pair 
of sunglasses, putting them on as well. James quickly looked at me and | could see a spark of amusement in his 
eyes. 

‘| like you better with your hair free, you know." 

| rolled my eyes, somewhat relieved that he couldn't see them, and looked out the window. The small town 
disappeared rather quickly and was changed with a forest landscape that rushed through my sight just to 


disappear again. James turned to a street that went along a small hill 


"Where will we go now?", | eventually asked. James took his time before he answered. 


‘lm not sure yet. Wherever we can hide and eventually get as far away from here as possible.’ 


| suppressed the urge to remind him of New Zealand, not wanting to annoy him again, and sank into the car 


seat. 
"Where are we even?", | then asked. 
"Montana", James said. 


"Montana? Fucking Montana?", | asked, shocked, and James just nodded. So far away from Michigan, from home.. 
A calming and at the same time disturbing thought. | opened my mouth again, but James impatiently cut me 
off. 


"Stay quiet for a moment, will you? | have to concentrate." 


A bit of annoyance sparked in me and | was about to protest, but then | remembered what a stressful 
situation we were in and that it was all up to James to pull us out of it. | swallowed my pride and simply let 


out a quiet sigh. 


| needed that time to process everything that had happened so fast. What now?, was the biggest question 
Along with all the worries about the police and my parents it mixed into a confusing mush of feelings that | 


couldn't figure out. 


We drove for a while. The sky was murky, with a few raindrops splashing against the front window, but no rain 
coming. James was looking into the rear-view mirror every few seconds, as if he expected someone to follow 


us. He seemed almost paranoid, and my stomach clenched at the thought that someone could know where we 


were. To catch us and break us apart. | shuddered lightly and tried to shake those thoughts off. 


Wherever he was driving us, it was faraway, the road never seemed to end. Eventually | ended up simply 
slumping down in the seat and quietly watching James. | almost expected him to snap at me to stop staring 
with how irritated and worried he seemed, but he didn't. He either didn't notice or genuinely didn't care. 


After a few hours, during which | surprisingly didn't manage to doze off, | got pretty hungry. My mind 
wistfully went back to the pizza that James had brought me the other day, but it only made things worse, so 
| forced myself to stop thinking about it. My stomach growled, but | just placed my hand over it and kept 
silent. James obviously had enough on his mind at the moment, my hunger wasn't the main priority. Plus, he 


must have been hungry too. 


Outside it was slowly getting dark and any signs of civilization became few and far in between. | felt like | was 


about to pass out when James’ deep voice broke the silence, making me jump. 


"We need to stop somewhere for the night. Look out for signs about motels or something.’ 


| stretched in my seat and nodded After about twenty more minutes of continuous driving, occasional buildings 
started appearing again and eventually | saw a dim, neon light in the distance. It was hard to see with the 
sunglasses on and my sight wasn't great anyway, but | could swear that it said "Motel". | pointed it out to 
James and he just nodded. 


When we got closer, the dim evening lighting revealed a small, humble looking building by the side of the road. | 
saw the way James frowned at the place, but | couldn't understand why. A bed and anything edible that the 
place had to offer sounded heavenly to me at the moment. We stopped in front of it. 


"Stay here", he said and shot me a warning look. 


| nodded and leaned back, watching as he approached the building and disappeared in it. It took a while for some 
reason. My sneakers were anxiously running over the rubber mat on the floor of the van Finally | couldn't take 
it anymore and opened the door to get a bit of fresh air. | placed my feet on the ground and leaned against 
the seat, closing my eyes and breathing in the night air. 


A person was leaning against the Motel's wall a few meters away, smoking a cigarette as it seemed, but other 
than that, | was alone. The next moment | saw the door of the building opening again and quickly sat back up 
properly, slamming the car door shut as quietly as possible. James came up to the car and headed straight 


for the back of the van, taking out the backpack with all of our stuff. 


"You can get out now", he said after he shouldered the backpack | opened the car door again and walked over 
to him. "And don't think that | didn't notice that you opened the door", he added and | bit my lip, but spared 
myself a response. | didn't want him to get mad at me. He held a key in his hand as we both walked into the 


building and went upstairs, looking down the corridor with the many rooms. 


James led me to one of the simple looking doors with the number 14 on it and unlocked it. The inside was pitch 
black and it took James a moment to find the light switch on the wall. When he finally turned on the light, we 


were greeted with a rather modest looking room. 


There was a double bed standing in the canter with two wobbly looking nightstands by its sides. In the other 
end there was a writing table with a few random flyers on it and a miniature, portable TV. There was another 
door right by the entrance and when | opened it, | was surprised to see a bathroom, however small and 


cramped it was. 

James went and sat down on the bed, unpacking some of our stuff from the backpack | caught myself 
wondering if this motel only had rooms with double beds or if he specifically asked for one. | went and sat 
down beside him. 


"Are we only gonna stay here for only one night?" He shot me a glance and then went back to the bag. 


"Yeah. We need to get back on the road as soon as possible, with as few stops as possible. We'll get everything 
that we might need in gas stations along the way and we need to at least leave the state so far." 


| nodded and fell back on the bed, letting out a deep breath. All of a sudden | felt wide awake and flooded with 
thoughts about what would happen next. | impatiently got the rubber band out of my hair and took the glasses 
off, then looked at my hands for a moment, letting my mind wander. | would now spend more time with James. 
Much more. And | didn't even know for how long, our escape might not work out, but | found myself not 


minding the risk As long as | could stay with James. 


The tap started running in the bathroom and | suddenly heard the sound of a zipper. An image of James naked 
during our first night popped up in my head, making my heart jump in my chest. A bit of nervousness crept 
up my spine, we had a double bed here. | didn't even know why | was that nervous, | had already made love 
with James and | had liked it, very much to be honest. But somehow | had a feeling that each time with him 


would be even more exciting. 
| finally turned and stared at his naked frame through the half-opened door as he hurriedly washed his face. 
With that same nervousness in my gut | got off the bed, turned around, and started undressing too. The 


water in the bathroom stopped. | could swear that | felt eyes on me.. 


Just as | was done, two warm arms embraced my naked waist and | shuddered as | got gently led to the bed. 


Given 
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A strong body pressed itself against mine and | felt a kiss being planted on my neck. James ran his hand down 
my side and | willingly lied down on the bed, turning on my back and smiling at him as he knelt over me 
immediately. He leaned down and his teeth grazed over the thin skin of my throat, which made me moan, He 
seemed so different, again. He could be rough and merciless, but also gentle and sweet. And now he was 


something in-between. 


He eyed me and | could practically feel his look burning my skin, hungrily examining the nakedness. His hands 
ran up my chest and then over my shoulders, slowly massaging them. A breathy moan left my lips and | 


relaxed my body, giving James a slight smile. He gave me one of his rare smiles back. 
"I think we earned a little treat for today, agreed?" 


| nodded. After a whole day of sitting in a car my back was tense and ached slightly, his fingers running over 
my sore shoulders felt heavenly. His eyes intently watched every emotion on my face and | felt exposed in 


front of him, but also enjoyed it in a weird way. His look was possessive, it let me know that | was his. 


Eventually his hands slid back down my body and | almost whimpered, but James reminded me of much more 
pleasant things that were yet to come with a bunch of wet kisses on my neck. | sighed and hugged my arms 
around him, bringing him closer. Something hot and hard pressed against my thigh. Something that | craved 


very much. 

A light growl left James’ lips and he pressed a little harder against me. | encouraged him by releasing a moan 
and wrapping one of my legs around his his. He raised his head from my neck and moved up slightly, leaning his 
forehead against mine and briefly kissing me, our lips barely touching. 


"Tell me how much you want this." 


| laid my head back and only released a weak moan as a response. He grazed his teeth over my bottom lip and 


that made my eyes flutter shut. 
"Tell me", he repeated and | swallowed as he effortlessly gathered botch of my wrists and pressed them down 
above my head with only one hand. Somehow knowing that | couldn't escape, even if | wanted to, made a wave 


of arousal fill me and | bucked up against him. 


" | want it-" | gasped as James thrust against me lightly. "-so bad." 


He moved me further into the middle of the bed and grabbed my hips, bringing me up in a way that pressed 


our groins together. 
"And what's the magic word?" | moaned and pushed myself against him. 


"Please! | want you inside of me, please." He shoved me down again and flipped me over, baring my ass to him. 
He shortly caressed it and traced the curves, then leaned over me, his pulsating cock pressing against my 


lower back. 


"So you want to bend over for me and be taken for my satisfaction?" An image flashed through my mind of 
James holding my ass in the air and pounding into me. It made me gasp and | instantly pushed back against him, 


making him release a grunt. 

"God, yes!" 

He leaned over me, his weight pushing me down | was a bit shocked and confused by how much this feeling of 
helplessness turned me on, knowing that | was entirely James' for the taking and he could do whatever he 
wanted. | felt his hot breath against my ear and shuddered. 


"Wanna make it a bit clearer?" 


| groaned in frustration and just pushed against him again. That earned me a slap on the ass. A cry left my 


lips, but it was more out of surprise than pain. James’ warmth was instantly hovering over me again. 


‘| want to hear what you want me to do." My body was aching for him and | no longer cared how pathetic | 
might have sounded. 


"| want.. | want you to fuck me from behind! Please!" | felt his lips pressing to my skin and could swear that he 
grinned against my back. 


"Sweet", he breathed into my ear and the smoothness of his voice made shivers run down my spine. 


Two fingers pressed against my lips and | parted them. James' fingers slipped into my mouth and | messily 
coated them, a string of saliva snapping against my chin as he removed them and pressed my chest onto the 
mattress, lifting my ass up in the air. The two fingers suddenly both entered me and | cried out at the 
strange satisfaction it brought me; pain and pleasure all at once, making me pant and shudder while | rocked 


my body along with his fingers. 


My own dick was throbbing by now and | bit into the bed sheets as he slapped my ass again, creating a 
weirdly pleasant sensation of light stinging. 


"Don't be so loud", he said and | nodded, heavily breathing in and out through my nose. 


He stretched me more and got me ready for him, my whole body already burning and craving for the pleasure 
that was about to come. It wasn't like the other time he had slept with me, it was just like | had dreamed it, 

what seemed like months ago. He removed his fingers after a while of preparing me in every possible way and 
| gave a low moan. A hand smoothed over my ass, right over the spot where he slapped it. | heard him hum in 


approval. 


"You look so nice, bent over for me like that. You needy, little thing." | just impatiently squirmed underneath 
him. He squeezed my hips and finally lined the thick head of his cock with my entrance. 


With no warning whatsoever he pushed into me and this time | couldn't hold back a cry that left my mouth. It 
earned me another slap, but | didn't even care, the mixture of pleasure and pain that suddenly took over me 
was more powerful. James pushed all the way into me and rolled his hips against my ass, moaning at the 
feeling himself. | was almost painfully hard at this point and desperate for a release, so | did the only thing 
that | could do in this position - squeezed my muscles around him as tightly as | could. 


James released a groan that almost sounded like a growl, pulled out all the way and slammed into me again. | 
tried to muffle my voice into the pillow, but it was of no avail and | got slapped once again. The sick part was 
that it only added to my pleasure, even though | would never dare to ask James for it. 


His second thrust wasn't as aggressive, but he soon started slamming into me rhythmically and all of a sudden 


| was glad that he was gripping me and holding me in place, because otherwise | would have never been able to 


hold myself. Not like this. 


My eyes were half closed at the agonizing pleasure and | weakly tried to prop myself up on my elbows, but 
failed and fell down onto the mattress again with my body limp, while his hips still slammed against mine in a 
violent pace. | moaned and this time the slap really hurt, | arched my back and tried to grab his hand, but he 


pushed me back down. 


"Don't. Make. A. Sound", he said through gritted teeth and | bit down onto the pillow, almost sobbing from the 
unbearable arousal conquering my senses and body. | shamelessly pushed back at him, eagerly met his hard 
thrusts and let him grab my hair and yank my head up. The room was filled with hot air, heavy pants and the 


sound of skin meeting skin with every time he pounded into me. With every thrust, he now gave a low grunt. 


| wanted to see his face so badly, but | couldn't. A loud moan ripped out of my throat as he suddenly pressed 
me down entirely and bit down onto my neck. | yelped, but instead of slapping me, there were just words 


whispered into my ear as he continued to pound into me. 
"Didn't | tell you to shut up?" 


His smooth voice by itself made me whimper, but this didn't result in a painful slap either. Instead, James slid 
his hand down and sunk his fingers into my ass, releasing a low hum before quickly capturing my wrists again, 
a little harsher this time. That was when | felt his tongue sliding over the place where he just had bit me and 


a little kiss being placed there. 


"There are other things that could keep your mouth shut, if you're not willing to do it yourself. Like a gag 


accompanied by a rope, for an example." 


A cold wave of shudders ran over me. That idea did not excite me at all. | tried to imagine it and all that came 
to my mind was humiliation, no pleasure whatsoever. It all just associated with that chain attached to the 


heater to me. | shyly shook my head. 
"Please don't." 


That made James' hips stop. In fact, | could feel his entire body going still. He quickly released my wrists, 
leaned down and sucked into that same spot on my neck that was undoubtedly marked for at least a week at 
this point. His hips started moving again, but a bit slower this time and with less strength. He leaned down and 
| felt his lips brushing over my ear. 


"Relax, it's okay..", he murmured softly. His voice was soothing again and his hands started caressing me. "You 


liked what we did before?" | lightly nodded. "Then let's go back to doing that, okay?" 


| nodded gain, then took a deep breath and tried to abandon those images from my mind. My tense body came 
down and | laid my head onto the pillow again, just enjoying the feeling of James filling me. He brought me up 
again and made me get on my hands and knees. Then he spread my legs further and slid into me to the hilt. | 
bit my lip to not make a sound as he grabbed my hips with force, his nails lightly scratching over my skin. He 
pulled me back, pushing himself into me and his thrusts steadily increased pace and hardness again. 


My eyes rolled back into my head as my prostate was struck a few times in a row. | pressed my lips together 
but couldn't contain a small gasp that came out of me. James spared me a slap again and instead grabbed my 
shoulder to find a better angle. It worked and | would have screamed if | hadn't been afraid that it would be 
accompanied by another slap. It was a dangerous mix, him making me give into him so easily, but at the same 


time being so unpredictable and relentless which made me fear disobeying him. 


A kiss got pressed between my shoulder blades and a strangled sound left me as he simultaneously slammed 
into me with full force. My head fell forward. A breathy groan escaped him and | felt his chest press against 
my back 


"Now you may make a sound", he whispered. | couldn't hold back any longer and moaned loudly. 
Being allowed to express how | felt somehow made the entire thing feel even better and soon heat started 
pooling up in my lower stomach. | weakly whimpered "harder" and James complied, slamming into me with full 


force. One of those thrusts hit my prostrate and white dots lit up in front of my eyes. 


From then on it only took seconds before the pleasure became unbearable and with a loud cry of James’ name 


| came all over the plain white sheets underneath me and my own stomach. His hips didn't stop for a single 


second and he continued to slam into my limp body. | was still panting from my own orgasm when | heard his 


breaths getting shallower as well 


Soon his thrusts became slower and sloppier. | knew that he was close and tightened my inner muscles around 
him. That was all it took, he gripped my hips as hard as he could and | felt his hot seed spilling into me, a loud 
groan leaving his lips. The next thing | knew, James was lying on my back, his muscles trembling slightly and his 
breath quick against my shoulder. For a while we just lied like that, both trying to get our heartbeats back to 


normal and warming each other. 
Finally James pressed a kiss on my skin and rolled off of me, releasing a sigh when he fell back on the bed. | 
shyly raised my head and looked at him. He almost seemed like was sleeping, but his eyes suddenly cracked 


open and he turned to me. Our looks met and | couldn't help but stare at him for a while. 


"What is it?" | shrugged and shifted a little closer. James silently examined me for a while, then his hand 


reached out and he traced the hickeys that he left on my neck, making me shudder. 

"James?" His eyes came back to mine and he raised his eyebrow slightly. | bit down on my lip, a bit nervous to 
ask. "Did you.. did you mean it when you said that you'd tie me up and gag me?" He seemed surprised by my 
question, but then a small smirk appeared on his lips. 

"| mean.. Sure, it would be hot, why?" | couldn't help but frown and pull away from his touch a little. 


I'm not your prisoner anymore, don't threaten me with things like that" He furrowed his brows. 


| never said that you are. And you know that it's not serious, it's all for some extra excitement." | shook my 


head and pulled away entirely. 
"| don't care if its serious or not, | don't want you tying me up and getting off on that." 


James rolled his eyes and stood up from the bed, getting over to the bathroom. A short time later he came 


back with a wet towel in his hands. He grabbed my hips and turned me over to clean my stomach. 
"| don't want to get humiliated like before", | murmured, but James just continued to clean all the come and 
sweat from my body. His movements were precise and calm, but there was something forced about the 


calmness. 


"A second before that you allowed me to push you down on the bed, hold your wrists and spank you, | don't 


see your problem." 


It's different, those were your hands holding me, not fucking ropes!" | was getting genuinely angry now and sat 
up, pushing James' hand with the towel away. Something flashed in his eyes. 


"Well if | hurt you so fucking bad by even mentioning it, you know where the fucking door isl", he snapped. 


As soon as the words left his mouth, something changed in James’ face. The angry expression that was there 
for only a split moment faltered. If this were anyone else, | would've almost expected an apology to follow 


immediately after, but this was James. 


He quickly looked away and slipped into his usual, indifferent expression as he stood up and went to throw the 
towel into the sink before returning and going to the other side of the bed where he lied down with his back to 


me. 


| stayed silent and bit into my bottom lip. | didn't want him to treat me like that, but at the same time | would 


never think of leaving him. 


"James, l.. | just don't want it, okay? Especially not after everything that happened. | just want you to respect 
that" He didn't move. | sighed. "Please?" 


He turned on his back and simply watched me, his eyes roaming my face seemingly without a purpose. After a 
while, he just turned around again and switched the light off. | sat like that, in silence and darkness, for what 
felt like forever before covering myself with the blanket too. | had an uneasy feeling in my chest and it was 


like a stone was constantly pressing my lungs down. | didn't like that negative atmosphere. 


| silently wondered if James was really angry at me. But for what? Telling him my preferences? That would be 
fucking stupid. | wasn't a hostage anymore and | wasn't about to act like one for his enjoyment. If he wanted 
that, he could have escaped with a hooker. 


But then again, if he was so into that idea, then why did he stop without a second of doubt when | asked him 
to? Because he wasn't the heartless asshole that he would have liked to believe himself to be, that was why. 


| bit my lip and, after a bit of hesitation, scooted closer to James, hugging his waist from behind. He didn't give 
any sign that he felt it and | could just hear him sigh. A pang of disappointment went through me, but | wasn't 


one to give up easily. | wanted some sort of a sign that he heard me and understood me. 


After what felt like forever | suddenly felt his hand brushing over mine and our fingers slowly intertwined. | 


smiled to myself and buried my face in James’ back. 


Blamed 


Next morning | woke up to an empty and cold bed. It took me a moment to orientate myself, but as soon as | 


did, | became alert and sat up. James was nowhere to be seen. The bathroom door was open and there was no 


light inside. 


Suddenly | started panicking. The night before he had said that | was free to leave. What if he had left instead, 
so the police would find me and bring me back home instead of further chasing him for a while? He had 


probably realized that | would never testify against him. 


With these frightening thoughts rushing through my head and tears threatening to spill out of my eyes, | 
quickly threw the blanket off of myself, got up and knelt down, checking under the bed for the backpack that 
James threw there the night before. A huge sigh of relief left me when | saw it still lying there, full. | was 
getting to my feet and putting on my boxers when suddenly the sound of the door being unlocked made me 
jump slightly. 


The next moment James walked into the room carrying a bunch of packages in his hands, but | couldn't take a 
good look at what they were, because | instantly ran up to him and hugged him. He released a huff of air while 
closing the door behind him with his foot. His free hand landed on my shoulder and he pulled away slightly, so 


he could look at me. | could see worry in his eyes. 


"What happened? Did someone try to come in here or something?" | shook my head and tried to get closer to 
him again, but James didn't let me. "Then what's the matter? You look fucking terrified” | looked down at the 
ground, suddenly somewhat embarrassed about freaking out so badly. 


"I woke up and thought that you left." There was a small pause, then James just released a snort and walked 


past me with a single stroke down my arm, ignoring my desperate need for his warmth. 


"Don't be ridiculous, why would | leave you? | didn't take you with me for nothing, you know. And come here, | 


got us some food, you must be starving after not eating anything yesterday." 


| turned to him and looked at all those packages that he spread out on the bed. There were crackers, chocolate 
bars, gummy worms, jelly beans and a few small bags of chips, all along with two bottles of iced tea. Nothing 
nutritious, it must have been from a vending machine or something like that. | walked up to the bed and sat 


down in front of James who was already opening a package of crackers. 


| took the bag of chips and only then realized how hungry | really was. It felt like | ate the entire thing in 
minutes while James was eating with no hurry whatsoever, with a somewhat amused look on his face as he 


watched me. When | finished, he wordlessly handed me a bottle of iced tea. 


"We're gonna get something better at the nearest gas station, don't worry. The gas is running out anyway." | 
just nodded and thanked him, jumping straight to a chocolate bar. 


As soon as | felt like | couldn't eat anything else, James threw away the empty packages and shouldered his 
backpack. | got up, quickly threw on my clothes and followed him out of the room, down stairs and then 
outside, blinking at the bright sunlight and shielded my face. 


"IIl give the key back, you go over and sit in the car, okay?", James asked and gave me the car keys. 


| nodded. While he walked back into the building, | made my way up to the car and sat down in it, impatiently 
waiting. He still seemed somewhat tense and it bothered me. With the amount of care and protectiveness that 


he showed towards me, | wished that | could give some of it back and somehow make him feel less distressed. 


After a few more minutes of waiting, | heard footsteps, then the back of the van got opened and James threw 
the backpack inside, slamming the door shut afterwards. He then sat down beside me and turned on the engine, 


leaving immediately. 


We didn't talk and it was an unpleasant silence. There were so many unanswered questions hanging in the air 
between us. He didn't mention yesterday once and | didn't want to start a conversation myself because | feared 
that | would be rejected if | tried. Instead | just looked out of the window. After looking at several signs, a 


plumber, a police station and some city names, | saw what | was looking for. 

"James?" 

"Hm?" | pointed at a sign 

"There is a gas station" 

He nodded and turned to a smaller street leading up to it. | felt excitement growing the closer we got. My 
stomach grumbled for real food and | couldn't wait to get some, even if it would just be some ready-made 
sandwiches. | was already reaching for the door handle when suddenly James stopped me. 

"It would maybe be better if you stayed in the car. You get searched for state-wide and | don't want people 
noticing you." It sounded reasonable, but | wanted to go with him. | wasn't sure why, after this morning | just 


didn't want to leave his side. 


“But. how am | gonna decide what | want?", | asked, hoping to budge him. James just shook his head and gave 
me a look that said ‘You're wasting my time’. So much for going with him, | thought. 


Fine, do you want a sandwich?", he asked. | eagerly nodded and he gave me a somewhat amused glance this 
time. "Tuna? Cheese? Something else maybe?" | scratched my sneakers against the ground, thinking of the 


options. 


"Tuna" He nodded and was about to turn around when | quickly added, "Please." 


He got out of the car and | could only hear the sound of him going around it, then opening the gas tank and 
staring to fill it up. There was not much | could do while trapped inside, so | leaned my head back and closed 
my eyes. The process took a while and by the time the sound of the gas tank being closed reached me, | was 
already bored of my so-called activity. 


James emerged in my field of view for a while, but then vanished quickly. | sighed and decided to take the time 
to really look at that place. 


It was pretty far away from any major city, so it definitely had a bit of an unkempt feeling to it. It was 
relatively small, the sign with the name on top of it seemed dirty and old. There must have been a town 


somewhere nearby if it was there in the first place, but the business was definitely not going great. 


Despite that, there was still another car there with us. A rusty Nissan that was being pumped with gas by a 
tall, balding man with a football jersey. There was really not much do in the car, so | just blankly watched him. 


That was a mistake, because he must have felt my eyes on him. He turned and gave James' car a quick glance 
before turning away again. | was already relieved, but suddenly he turned back once more and this time he 
wasn't looking at the car in general, he was looking at me. Staring would be the right word, his eyebrows 
furrowed, as if in thought. | turned my look away and pretended to look for something in the car. 


A scary thought appeared in my head. What if he recognized me from a news report or something? What 
would he do? | could feel fear settling into me. 


After a few minutes | dared to glance at the man again and my whole body tensed. He was still looking at me, 
but now also talking on the phone and nodding about something. | saw the way his eyes darted at the gas 
station building and then back at the car. | wanted to do something, to come out and maybe have a friendly 
chat with the man, showing him that | was happy and relaxed, definitely not a kidnapping victim. But James told 
me to stay in the car, so | sat nervously and tapped my foot on the rubber mat. 


Finally, after what felt like an eternity, James appeared again, carrying a few sandwiches and a large bottle of 


water in his hands. He calmly walked up to the van and sat down inside of it, outstretching me a tuna sandwich. 


"There you go, you spoiled little-" He didn't finish his sentence as he looked at me. A tired expression suddenly 
appeared on his face. "Let me guess, you thought that | left again?" 


| shook my head and nodded in the direction of the man who was now sitting in his car and still glancing at us 


every once in a while. His tank had long been filled, now it just looked like he was waiting for something. 


"That man.. He kept staring at me the whole time you were away. Then he called someone while still looking at 


me. 


Amusement was replaced by what almost seemed like panic in James’ eyes. He quickly turned straight in his 
seat, carelessly dropping all the food on the dashboard and starting the car. 


"Shit." We quickly drove off and all of a sudden James looked pissed off. "Why the fuck did you not tie your 


hair back this morning?" His harsh tone made me look away shyly. 
"|... | forgot." 


James just gripped the steering wheel tighter, but didn't say anything. His eyes kept darting to the rear view 
mirror, but this time it was for a reason. Way back in the distance | could see that man driving after us. My 


heart sank. 
"Why is he following us?" James quickly glanced at the mirror again. 
"So he can keep updating the cops on where we are until they get here." 


| hid my shaking hands between my knees, swallowed and thought about the police station | had seen again. It 


couldn't be long until they were here. 


| didn't want to get captured. | didn't want James to get arrested. And | most definitely didn't want to go back 


to my parents. 


| turned around and glanced at the man who was still following us through the small windows at the back of 
the van, but by now he was closer. | could faintly see him, he was on his phone again. James seemed to notice 


that too, he cursed and sharply turned into a broader street, making me grip my seat tightly. 


There was this unsettling tension in the air that made my heart beat faster and | fearfully looked at James. 


He seemed concentrated but still nervous and most of all - angry. 


We drove in silence for a long time until the sudden sound of police sirens made my heart jump in my chest. 
James suddenly hit the steering wheel, growling, "Motherfucker." under his breath, and sped up the car, 
making the landscape outside the window melt into a blur of colors. My heart was pounding in my chest by 
now and | could hear it in my ears as the roaring of the not so powerful engine intensified. | dared to look back 


and saw two police cars right behind us. 
| turned back just in time to see James suddenly reaching down under his seat. The next moment, he had a 
gun in his hand. My eyes widened and | stared at him. He shot me a short glance and then thrust the heavy 


weapon into my hand. 


"Take the magazine out and turn it around, then pull on the bottom of the handle", he hurriedly explained. | 
started shaking. 


"The magazine?" James' hands noticeably tightened around the wheel again 


"The fucking thing where you put the bullets!" | flinched and did as he told me with trembling hands, not 


knowing how to behave in that situation 

A black box fell out and | quickly turned it around and pushed it in again, needing a few attempts. The gun gave 
me a weird sense of power, the power that | would now be able to kill someone. The power that | did not want 
at all. 

"Release the safety catch." 

| shot him a questioning look and he pointed to the upper part. | hesitantly pulled it back like | had seen it in 
movies before and it clicked loudly. | gasped and tried to breathe steadily. It seemed frightening and ridiculous 
at the same time for me to hold that. James sped up more as the sirens came closer and closer, the sharp 
sound ringing in my ears. 

"Open the window and pull the trigger." My eyes widened. 

"What?" James took another sharp turn, knocking me to the side suddenly. 


"What do you mean ‘what? We can't fucking stop and switch places, just do it, now!" 


| couldn't shoot at them. | just couldn't. They were innocent people. But then again, | couldn't betray James 
either. He was just trying to get us away.. 


With trembling hands | rolled down the window and peeked outside. The wind instantly made my hair fly all over 
the place and | impatiently shoved it out of the way. | could no longer see the man's car behind us, but the 
police cars were still there, as close as or even closer than before. | hesitantly reached my hand out through 
the window and pointed the gun at one of the cars. My body was shaking. | couldn't do it, there were people 
sitting in those cars. | couldn't clearly see them, but they were there. 


"Fucking shoot them!" James voice made me flinch and | almost dropped the gun. 
It tore me apart. Being safe with him forever was an appealing thought, but would that really be worth taking 
a life for? | needed to decide now. The police cars came closer with every second, thoughts were rushing 


through my head and not a single one was clear enough for me to grasp. 


Finally, with a heavy heart, | decided. Instead of doing what he told me, | pulled my hand inside again and sat 


down straight, lowering my head. 


"| can't." James glared at me, | could just feel it. Then he suddenly grabbed the gun from my hand and opened 


the window on his own side. 
"Take the wheel, if we crash into something because of this shit, it's your fucking fault.” 


| quickly did as he said and grabbed the steering wheel, not wanting to anger him any further. Tears were 


gathering in my eyes, but | had to quickly blink them away, so | could see the road. 


James leaned outside, aimed for a bit and suddenly a loud gunshot blasted through the air, so loud that | 
thought my eardrums would burst. Then another one. | dared to glance back and my stomach twisted when | 
saw the broken glass of one of the police cars as it stirred away from the road. Through the side window | 
saw a glimpse of a faint figure in it, gripping its shoulder. My hands shook and the car wavered a little bit, but 
| quickly straightened it out again, trying to keep control over the instable van. 


Another gunshot and | heard James cursing. Then one more, followed by the sound of tires screeching on the 
road. James suddenly got back in the car and grabbed the wheel himself, swatting my hands away. | fell back 
to my seat and looked at the rear-view mirror. The second police car was standing still across the road and 


we were quickly getting away from it. | turned back to the front and took a shaky breath. It was over. 


James had shot them.. That thought scared me. We had talked about it before, but seeing it was different. | 


raised my feet on the car seat, hugged my knees and leaned my forehead against them. It was all too much. 


Forgiven 
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The sun was setting when | decided to stop the car. Jason was vacantly staring out the window like he had 
done for the past few hours. | parked near a small forest on a narrow path. Strands of sun shone through the 
back window and met Jason's hair, which seemed to glow in the light. | sighed, knowing that | had fucked up, and 
reached out my hand to touch his shoulder, but he flinched away and that made my stomach clench uneasily. 


Sure, he knew what | did for living, but he hadn't seen me killing someone. | mean, | wasn't even sure if | had 
killed the cop that | managed to hit, but it didn't matter. What mattered was that they couldn't follow us 


anymore. Couldn't take him away from me. 


| sighed again and leaned back in my seat, tired from driving all day and just wanting to go to sleep. But at the 
same time my mind was racing. This had been so close. They almost got us and now the search would only 

intensify. And | didn't even fucking know where we were going. That wasn't my style at all, | always knew what | 
would do next, was always one step ahead. But this was new to me, this hadn't been planned. My attachment to 


this kid hadn't been planned. 

Shit, | had scared him. | didn't mean to do that, | didn't want him to see me doing this, but it was necessary. 
Still, | felt like | had to justify myself and apologize. | had been harsh the last two days and it made my heart 
warm up when | thought about the fact that he still managed to forgive me every time, even if | was being 


rough to him. 


It was a wonder that he stayed, he was a wonder that made my lonely heart grow three fucking sizes. | took a 
deep breath and touched his shoulder again. 


"Jason?" 

No answer. | bit my lip and stroked my thumb over his shoulder. The way he shrurk away from my touch 
made me frown and | removed my hand. Instead of apologizing, anger won again. Anger, because he didn't see 
how much | cared for him. Or that | wasn't able to show how much | did. 

"Are you seriously going to ignore me over this shit? It was necessary!" 


You fucking idiot. He was scared and needed affection, not yelling. But it was so hard to tell him what | felt like. 


Jason just shook his head and curled into a ball even more, leaning his forehead against his knees again. | hated 


seeing him like this and took a deep breath to calm myself down a little. All the adrenaline that was still 


lingering in my body certainly wasn't helping the situation | reached out again and placed my hand on his back, 
where | slowly started rubbing hopefully calming circles. It took a while to get the next words out. 


"Look, I'm sorry that you had to see all this" Jason just shook his head again and | heard him quietly breathing 


out. 


‘Its okay." | knew that it wasn't, | could see the way his hands shook, no matter how much he was trying to 
hide it. 


Its not. What | did wasn't okay at all, but it was necessary. | did it for you, you know that, right?" 

He nodded. Just when | was thinking that it was the only answer | would get, he started talking again 

"| don't want you to kill anyone for me, | just want you to love me." 

My hand stilled on his back. Love was a big and important word. | wasn't sure if | could use it yet. Obviously | 
cared for him, | downright adored him sometimes, despite the fact that he could get on my nerves, but love 
was a commitment that | couldn't afford to have while we still weren't out of this state and out of this 


cou ntry. 


Being captured and torn apart would hurt so much more if we would say those words to each other right now. 
| could take it, | had lost loved ones before, but he was young and naive, he couldn't. 


| shifted a little closer to him and carefully pressed a kiss to his head, not wanting to spook him. 
"Do you think that | don't?" That finally made him lift his head and he looked at me with wide and tearful eyes. 
"Do you?" 


| couldn't answer, so | just smiled slightly and leaned into him, softly brushing our lips. He could apprehend that 
however he liked 


Jason finally let go of his knees and practically fell into my arms. | hugged him close to myself and breathed in 
his calming scent. That's right where | wanted him to be. | needed this kid in my life, he was the good that | 
had been absent from for so long. 

‘I'm really sorry" A small kiss got pressed to my neck 

"| know...” 

All of a sudden the distance between us seemed entirely too big and | wanted him closer, so | took him by the 


hips and lifted him onto my lap. That made Jason yelp and hiss slightly when his knee hit the gear knob, but as 


soon as | put him down on my thighs, he snuggled up to me, burying his face in the crook of my neck, his 


warm breath incredibly pleasant on my skin. 


He was pleasant in general, so warm and soft, but what caught my attention the most was how light he was, 
it reminded me that he hadn't eaten anything except for all the junk in the morning or much at all in these 
past few days. 


| hugged his waist with one hand and reached out for one of the sandwiches that were all over the dashboard 
with the other. Jason turned his head slightly to see what | was doing and his stomach audibly grumbled when 
he saw the food. | chuckled. 


"Hungry?" 


He nodded and | placed the sandwich in his hands. He gave me one of his beautiful smiles, opened the package 
and started eating. | watched him, sitting on my lap and eating with his eyes fluttering shut from time to time. 


It made me smile and | gripped his hips to draw him closer. It was strange how the act was so non-sexual, but 


| still felt myself liking it. | found it comforting. 


Jason silently ate for a while and | couldn't help but notice that he was forcing his eyes to stay open. | sighed, 


there went my small moment of comfort and happiness. 
"Are you tired?", | asked and he nodded. "Then get up, | need to make our bed" 


He shot me a questioning look, but didn't ask further and got off my lap. | walked to the back of the van, 
opened the doors there and pulled down the back seats, making a bit more space. It was nowhere near an 
actual bed, but at least you could sleep there. | covered the empty space with a blanket and took out another 
one for Jason. | would have to sleep without one, but | had slept worse. | saw Jason watching me and smiling 


shyly. It melted my heart but | kept my face straight. 
When | was done and climbed out of our so called bed, | noticed that his face turned more serious again 


"James.. You didn't mean the thing with the gagging at the motel, right?" | turned my eyes to the sky and 
closed the doors. That thing again. 


"Would you leave it?", | asked and went back to the driver's seat, hoping that Jason would just go to sleep. Of 


course he didn't. He followed me and he sat down on the other seat. 
‘| just.. | don't want any more humiliation or demeaning. You have to understand that" 
| fucking understood it. | understood it all too well, and | was ashamed of myself for not stopping to consider 


the fact that he might not enjoy something like that. That it might associate with hurtful things to him. My 
own fucking stupidity was what made me angry. 


"And | don't want to do anything that you don't likel", | snapped back and even though he jumped slightly at my 


loud tone, his face spoke of relief. 

He looked away and nodded. Then, after a moment, offered me the other half of the sandwich, but | refused to 
take it and made him eat it. He needed it more after all. How could he still care about me enough after all this 
shit to consider the fact that | might be hungry? 

Fuck, | had all reasons to apologize properly. | just couldn't stop being an asshole to him and he didn't deserve 
any of it. But right now.. Right now | just didn't have the guts to do it. To open myself up to him like that. | 
had to stay strong for both of us and get us out of this mess. 

| took a deep breath and fetched the water bottle to take a few gulps. There was silence for a while. 


"Where are we going anyway?", he finally asked. 


"Somewhere where they won't be looking for us", | murmured. | didn't want to admit that | had no idea and 


that | felt fucking helpless. 
"Please don't hurt any more people", he then silently said. 


| turned to him and saw how he was shyly looking at his hands. The sight made me want to reassure him that 
| won't, but reality was a bitch. 


"We're not safe yet, | might have to. Don't think that | get some sick kind of enjoyment out of it, | don't. But | 
have to do what's necessary. If | don't, they will take you away from me. And | won't let that happen" | said it 
with a cold voice, but my stomach turned at the very idea of it. 

Jason allowed a small smile to appear on his lips, but it seemed sad. 


"That's no reason to take a life." 


Fuck, he was so sweet. | suddenly felt sick for trying to shove a gun into his hands and make him shoot at 
people. | would have been disgusted with myself beyond words if | actually made him do it. 


| reached out and slowly ran my fingertips down his cheek That made Jason's eyes fall shut again. | could see 


that he was fighting a losing battle with sleep, it had been a tough day for him after all. But | just had to ask. 
"Why didn't you do it?" His eyes stayed shut and he just leaned into my touch a little more. 
"Do what?" 


‘Shoot at them." That made him open his heavy eyelids and finally look at me. 


"Because who am | to take someone's life? Those men didn't mean anything bad, they thought that they're 
helping me. | just couldn't.. Plus, they all probably have people in their lives who care for them like you care 


for me." 


| titted my head slightly and ran my fingers through his hair. Maybe it was because | had ruined my morals 
by my way of living, but | could not imagine so much good being in a single person. | was determined to keep 
him that way, to protect him from everything that's bad in this world, even if that meant doing all the dirty 


work myself 

"You're an angel, did you know that?" He looked up somewhat sheepishly and shook his head. 
"Im not" | gave him a slight smirk as | saw patches of red appearing on his cheeks. 

"Why do you think so?" He simply shrugged 


"l'm just not. People do great things out there. And I'm just.. Well, me." | firmly grabbed his chin and made his 
eyes meet mine. 


"You see the good in people and you value life. That's admirable." He shrugged again and his blush deepened. It 


had almost gone dark now and | nodded towards our temporary bed. "Go to sleep, you're exhausted." 


Just as | finished the sentence, he yawned and rubbed his eyes, then leaned forward and placed a small kiss on 
my cheek, before climbing between the seats and onto the blanket in the back. | watched him as he took his 


sneakers and pullover off, and curled up under the cover. 


| let my head fall back on the headrest and briefly closed my eyes. | could have slept just like that, but deep 


down | knew that something was missing. Him. | needed to hold him and know that he was safe. 


So | stretched in the seat, kicked off my shoes and went to the back as well where | lied down and watched 


him as he lingered somewhere between sleep and reality, his eyes closed and his breath slow. 


Suddenly he cracked his eyes open and gave me a sleepy smile, then reached out his arms. | sighed. | was just 
too weak for him. | pulled him into my arms and rested my chin on his head. After a while | felt him throw 
the blanket over me as well and | had to smile at that. Obnoxious, annoying, cocky, nice, lovely, adorable, heart- 


rending kid. Screw him. | closed my eyes and slowly drifted off to sleep. 


Haunted 


| awoke to the feeling of Jason clinging to me, his fingers digging into my back The next sense that came over 
me was coldness. The kind that bit straight to the bone. The night must have been freezing and |, being a 


complete idiot, didn't leave the heating on. The entire car was like a refrigerator. 


| looked down and saw Jason's eyebrows furrowed in his sleep, then touched the tip of his nose and, sure 
enough, it was cold. No wonder, he had kicked off the blanket almost entirely during the night and | had 
released my hold on him. | quickly fixed that by pressing his skinny body to mine and throwing the blanket over 


him again. 


A small sigh left his lips and he nuzzled into my chest. | glanced through the window and saw that the sun 
wasn't up yet, but the sky seemed lighter, like it was about to rise. It would have been best for us to get up 
and get going, but | just couldn't bring myself to wake Jason up. He would awake all cold and upset. 


So | didn't move and allowed my body to warm him up. The first rays of sun were starting seep through the 


car windows when | ran my fingers through Jason's hair and pressed a kiss on his forehead. 


"Jason" Barely any reaction at all, just a small stir, so | kissed his slightly parted lips and gently shook his 


shoulder. 


"Come on, we need to get going" That made him crack his eyes open briefly, but he quickly closed them again 
and snuggled up to me even more. 


"Another hour... 


| could just chuckle. The most ridiculous part about all this was that | actually wanted to let him sleep that 
extra hour, showering him with kisses along the way. What was this kid doing to me? | shook those thoughts 
off and pulled away from him a little. That made him open his eyes again and frown at me. | just smirked and 
leaned down to give him another kiss. 


"We must go, its a busy day today. We'll have to get ourselves a new car and I'll call up a friend of mine to 
see if he'll be able to get us temporary, new passports, all the documents for the flight, tickets and shit” 
Jason nodded. 


"Where will we go?" 


Honestly, | had no idea. Not that it mattered, the main objective was the get the hell out of the US, but it was 
natural that he wanted to know. Suddenly a memory of him happily yapping about some trip with his parents 
appeared in my mind. 


"You said something about New Zealand, didn't you?" 


His eyes instantly lit up, followed by a bright smile that spread across his face as he eagerly nodded. If that 
was the smile | would see every day, then New Zealand it was. But | didn't want him to get overly excited, just 
in case we couldn't get tickets there, so | just rolled my eyes and sat up. 

"Weill see." 

The sight of me dressing finally got Jason moving as well and pretty soon we were both sitting in the front 
seats and eating sandwiches. That left us with barely any food at all and | made a mental note for myself to 
get more. When | made sure that Jason finished his sandwich and was full, we drove off again. 

On the road | made a call to my old.. business partner, so to speak, and asked him for all the necessary 
documents. He wasn't too happy with the urgency, but assured me that he would get everything done. | could 
see Jason intently listening, but didn't mention it, even though | knew that he was burning with questions. 


"We're going to Helena’, | then told him. "For now at least. We need passports." 


Jason nodded and leaned back. A small yawn left his lips and he blinked a few times while putting his sneakers 


back on. 
"And you serious? About New Zealand, | mean", he asked. | looked at him. 


"Why wouldn't | be? You heard the phone call" He shrugged his shoulders and leaned back again, still looking a 
bit sleepy. 


"Maybe it's some sick joke." His tone was somewhat amused as he said it, so | just snorted. 


"| don't joke when it comes to shit like this." Jason shot me a quick glance, but only spoke a few moments 


later. 
"Do you actually want to go there?", he asked and | nodded, 


"Sure. People won't expect us there, that's for damn sure. It's a pretty random place for us to go." Jason 


nodded. He seemed excited all of a sudden. 


"Can we go sightseeing when we're there? You'll be amazed at how beautiful the mountains are!" | sighed, 


amused by his enthusiasm. 
"Whatever you want" He gave me a bright grin and put his pullover on 
| learned a lot about him in the following hours. Jason openly told me about himself while | was the one to ask 


questions. | learned that he played guitar, grew up in Lansing and that his favourite food was anything with 
peppers. Small and kinda meaningless stuff, but | found myself interested for some reason. Everything about 


this boy seemed important. 


‘| want to know more about you", he finally said after a while. "I keep talking about myself. Tell me about you?" 
| thought for a moment. 


"There isn't really much to tell." Jason looked at me with eager eyes and shook his head slightly. 
"You don't have to tell me about your whole life. But what's your favourite colour? Do you like to go to the 
cinema? Have you ever done something so crazy that you questioned your sanity? Details like that are what 


make a person human" 


| snorted. Sure, human.. You could hardly call me that after all the shit that | had done. Jason kept looking at 
me with expecting eyes though, so | realized that he would not let this go. 


"Fine.. My favourite colour is black, | can't remember the last time I've been to the cinema and take a wild 


guess about the crazy stuff that I've done, based on what | do for living. Happy?" 

My voice sounded annoyed and it made the smile fade from Jason's face as he looked away from me. Here | 
was, acting like a dick again. | really wanted Jason to be happy, but it had been a while since the last time | had 
someone to care for, | didn't feel like | knew how to treat him. | sighed. 

"Look, I'm sorry. Do you want to ask me something else?" He glanced at me and bit down on his lip in thought. 


"| don't know.. Just tell me what you like?" | thought about it for a second. 


"Stuff that | like.. Okay, | like music, old westerns, cars, even though this piece of junk doesn't really show it, 
guns, sports.. you." 


A giggle left Jasor's lips and | couldn't really keep myself from smiling as well. Making him laugh felt pretty 


damn nice. He leaned closer to me, still smiling, and left a small kiss on my cheek 
‘| like you too." 


We kept silent for a while, but it was the comfortable type of silence, nothing needed to be said. Soon buildings 
started appearing in our way and we finally drove into the city. 


"You said something about getting a new car?" | nodded. 


"Yeah, we can't drive around in this, the cops are searching for this type of van now" Jason furrowed his 


eyebrows. 


"How will we get it?" | kept making turns until we finally drove into the shabbier part of the city. 


"I know a guy who resells stolen cars around here. He'll get us something decent and cheap." Jason seemed 


curious all of a sudden. 


"How do you know all these people? The guy who will get us the passports and now this guy who sells cars." | 


just chuckled and shook my head. 


"Long years in the business. Tie your hair and put on the sunglasses by the way, we can't risk someone else 


recognizing you again." 


He nodded and tied his hair up. A curl fell into his face and he impatiently swatted it away while putting on the 


glasses. | fetched my phone from the pocket and called the guy who could get me a new car. 

"Hey Chris. | need to change the car.. again" The voice on the other phone gave a short chuckle. 

"What do you have right now?" | turned to a narrow street. 

"An old ford. Nothing special, just a piece of junk on wheels." 

"Getting chased again?", he asked. 

"Kind of", | shortly answered. "I'll be here in like half an hour, okay?" 

"Sure man, see you.” 

| returned the goodbye and hung up, then proceeded to drive forward. Jason kept curiously looking out the 
window the entire time, like he had never been in a place like this, where people didn't exactly live in mansions. 
It just reminded me of how much this kid is giving up for me and what he's getting himself into. | didn't really 
deserve it. 


| finally stopped the car in front of an old looking building and turned to Jason. 


"Stay in the car while | do the business. Maybe lie down and sleep if you want to." He nodded and | got out of 


the car, already silently missing him. 


It didn't take me long to settle all the business and drive out of there with a new car, | knew everyone who 
worked there. It wasn't something breathtaking, just a run-of-the-mill Mazda in an ugly, vomit green colour, 


but anything would've been better than the freaking van. 


Jason seemed pretty excited about the change too as we took all our stuff from the old car and put it into 


the new one. The smallest of things made him happy sometimes and it was goddamn cute. 


"This one's so much nicer than the last one", he said for about the hundredth time as we drove to the next 


person. 


| just nodded. We had to get to the other end of the city and | wanted him to go into a rant about something 
as he often did, instead of starting a discussion. The radio wasn't working in this car, so his chattering was 


both of our entertainment. 


Getting all the documents ready for two people in barely more than half a day wasn't exactly a sane 
expectation, but | knew that the guy would deliver. He owed me a favor and he knew me too well to get in my 
way. He knew that there had been many times when | had to kill colleagues just because they wouldn't stick to 
the lines and he knew that | wouldn't hesitate. This one last escape had to go smoothly at any possible cost. 


| swallowed as | thought of the possibility that instead of my new life with Jason | could get life in prison and 
Jason would be brought back to the family that didn't give two shits about him. It was not the life that this 
angel deserved. 

Eventually | had to swat those thoughts away and stopped the car in an empty alleyway, almost exactly on the 
set time. Jason seemed nervous as | stepped out of the car, but | shot him an encouraging smile as | closed 
the door behind me and went to lean against a wall not too far away from the car, waiting for the guy who 


would bring us everything. 


The motherfucker was late, but eventually he did show up. A ratty looking dude with dirty blond hair and loose 
clothes, the kind that you see hanging around street corners, high off of their asses. 


"Hey man! James, right?" | nodded. 
"Yeah. Got the order?" He grinned at me like an idiot, making me barely resist the temptation of punching him. 


"For sure. Tony said to tell you that he doesn't owe you anymore, so don't come to him with any more crazy 


requests like this." | rolled my eyes. 

"I know, he's been whining about that debt for years." 

The guy handed me an envelope and | quickly checked if both passports and all the other stuff was in it. | 
turned back to the guy and saw that he was staring off somewhere to the side. | followed his look and he was 
looking at my car. At Jason, who was nervously fidgeting with his hands on his lap. 

"Hey, you know what he reminds me of.. Isn't he that kid from the news?" | shot him a glare. 


"No." A smirk appeared on the guy's face and he turned to my car all the way. 


"Man, I'm pretty sure that he is. Fuck, isn't he worth like ten thousand bucks?" Anger flared up in me, this 
piece of shit was talking about Jason as if he was an object that was for sale. 


"He's not that kid, drop it" 


The guy seemed nervous all of a sudden, his eyes never leaving Jason. His fingers were drumming against his 
side and | instantly felt like stepping in between them, or better off- just leaving. But the guy suddenly turned 


to me again. 
"Hey, uh.. Do you plan on turning him in to the cops or something?" 
"No", | said and shot him a sharp and cold glare, wanting to just get away from him. 


The guy shifted from one foot to the other and his restless eyes darted between me and Jason. | immediately 
tensed up, ready if something would come. He was weak and smaller than me, he wouldn't stand a fucking 
chance, but | still couldn't let him come even near Jason. The guy was definitely a junkie, out of his mind and 


desperate for money. | shortly glanced back at the car. 


Jason looked worried, as if he knew that something was going on. | looked back at the guy who was licking his 
lips and hid his shaking hands. | quickly looked behind him, there was no one on the alleyway. He suddenly made 
a hectic movement and the next moment | reached forward, grabbed his wrist and wrested the gun from his 


hands. 


White, hot rage flooded my brain and adrenaline rushed through my body as | turned the gun around and hit 
him right in the face with it. He fell on the ground, helplessly trying to scramble up to his feet again, but | 
grabbed his head and violently brought it to my knee. 


The ugly sound of bones breaking filled the air and he gave a pained scream as | broke his jaw. | felt only 
satisfaction as | saw him that way. He wanted to hurt him.. My hand clenched around the gun and | thought of 
Jason, especially the possibility of losing him, and hauled off again, kicking the guy's skeleton-thin face. He 
screamed again, but before | could do more to him, a hand grabbed my shoulder. 


Healed 
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| was about to swat the hand away, but | quickly glanced back first and saw that it was Jason. He didn't have 


the sunglasses on and | saw his eyes, wide with horror and tearful. 
"James, please stop.." 


His voice was filled with terror and | desperately wanted to comfort him, but at the same time | had to finish 
off the bastard who dared to even think about aiming his gun at the most precious person in my life. 


| made my decision and shrugged Jason's hand off. 


"Get back to the car." The guy whined on the pavement, bleeding all over it, which made Jason quickly glance 
his way and cover his mouth with a shaking hand. 


"No.. Please, let's just leave." | now fully turned his way, anger boiling in me. Why couldn't he understand that | 
was protecting him? 


"He was going to aim a fucking gun at you!" 


My voice boomed through the alleyway and | saw Jason flinch. The guy whined on the ground again and it got 
on my nerves. | turned to him and gave him a strong kick to the ribs, probably breaking a few and making him 


wail even more. The kick was accompanied by Jason's voice yelling, "No!" 


| turned back to him and saw that he started slowly backing away from me with careful movements. My eyes 


widened, he seemed scared. Scared of me. It quickly cleared my mind of anger and | stepped towards him. 


"No, I'm sorry, but | had to.." Jason didn't even acknowledge me, his fearful eyes were fixated on the gun that | 
was still gripping in my hand. Without thinking about it twice | tossed it aside, raising my hands defensively. 


"IFs okay, I'm not gonna kill him." That didn't seem to calm him and he continued to look at me with terrified 
eyes. | impatiently closed the distance between us and pulled him into my arms. Jason tried to struggle, but | 
was gripping him firmly. 


lm not gonna hurt you, I'd never do it. That guy wanted to take you away and give you back to your parents 


for the reward, he deserves what I've done to him." 


That didn't make Jason stop struggling any less. | started realizing how much of a heartless monster he 


must've seen me as. 


"Jason, please.. | would never hurt you, I'm sorry that | made you watch this, but | couldn't just let him 


threaten you." My own voice was desperate, | hated myself for scaring him. 

He pressed his hands against my chest and weakly but steadily pushed me away. | let him go and watched as 
he shook his head and stumbled back a few steps. The man gargled and | quickly picked up the gun again in 
case he would think of taking it, then went back to the car and sat down inside. But Jason didn't move from his 
spot, his eyes darting nervously and his arms crossed. | sighed, reached over and opened the door for him. 
"Jason, please come here and sit down" 

It felt weird to plead him, | didn't do it very often. He bit his lip and shook his head. Suddenly a fear that he 
would run away hit me and hated myself for acting the way | did. Frankly, | wasn't eager to beg for his 
forgiveness, but if that was what he wanted, he would get it. | got out of the car and approached him. As soon 
as | stood in front of him, | raised my hand and touched his cheek, as tenderly as possible. 

‘I'm sorry", | said. "But please get into the car now, we need to hurry up." 

Jason furrowed his eyebrows and removed my hand. That stung, | lowered my head and swallowed. 

If you want to leave, | can't stop you", | then said. 

He was right, | was a monster. | felt regret washing over me and turned around as | left him behind The car 
felt empty without him. My hands gripped the steering wheel tighter as | started the engine, demonstratively 


not looking at him. 


But all of a sudden, the door got fully opened and Jason got in, wiping a tear off his cheek | shot him a glance 
but didn't say anything. Heavy, dark sadness washed over me like water. It hurt just like he had left. 


| was about to drive off, but suddenly Jason decided to speak up. 
"We need to call an ambulance for him." 


My eyes quickly darted at the guy who was still lying on the ground, rolled up into a ball and hugging himself. | 
just sneered at the sight. Served him right. 


"The call can be tracked, l'm not about to risk that." 
Jason's look followed mine, but it wasn't angry. It was the opposite, he seemed concerned. 


"He's going to bleed to death." The only thought that occupied my mind was that he deserved it, but | couldn't 


say it. Jason got back in that car by a miracle and | wasn't about to ruin it. 
"Someone will find him eventually." This time Jason turned to me and his look was a straight up a glare. 
"And what if itll be too late? You'll be responsible for another death!" 


| gripped the steering wheel with much more force than necessary. He was right. | knew that he was, but it 
was hard to not wish death for that scum out there. | had no idea how Jason did it. Or how he managed to be 
my biggest desire and my biggest annoyance at the same time, for that matter. He was the little angel on my 
shoulder that just wouldn't shut up. 


"So what do you want to do about it?", | finally asked through gritted teeth. 


Jason seemed to be in thought for a moment then suddenly rolled down the window and yelled out a loud, "Help! 
Please help me!" My eyes got wide. 


"What the fuck are you doing?!" He turned to me and just gave me a somewhat stern look. 
"Hurry up, we have to leave before anyone comes here." 


It took me a moment to process it, but then | quickly slammed my foot on the accelerator and we finally 


drove out of that damn alleyway. 


We drove in silence for hours. Jason didn't even look at me, his eyes were fixated on the moving view through 
the window. | didn't press him to talk either, because then I'd have to justify myself and | couldn't do it. Sure, 
the guy had to be disarmed, but | had no reason to violently beat him up like that. Especially not in front of 
Jason. So, neither of us tried to talk. 


The only words that left my mouth were a silent reminder for him to put on his sunglasses again when | 
stopped at another gas station to fill up the tank and get some more food The sun started setting and the 
silence finally started getting unbearable. | kept looking at Jason, expecting to find his eyes on me, but | never 


did. We needed to stop for the night, but | delayed it for as long as possible. 


All| wanted was to sleep with him in my arms again, but after what happened, | knew that | wouldn't be 
allowed that luxury. | wasn't sure if | could bear the rejection. It was inevitable though, | couldn't drive through 
the night, it would just put both of us in danger. So | once again drove into some random, old side road that 


barely got any traffic and stopped by its side. 

As soon as | turned off the car engine, | was hit with unbearable awkwardness. Jason didn't speak, he just kept 
looking through the window, even though the dim light barely revealed anything anymore. | picked up a hot dog 
that | got at the gas station from the bag and outstretched it his way. 


"Hey, you need to eat something. It's cold, but still food" 


Jason turned my way and carefully took the hot dog, not looking at my eyes once. Our fingers briefly brushed 


and it made me shiver. | needed him so badly.. 


For a while | just quietly watched him eat, but the tension inside of me never stopped growing. | wanted to say 
something and make him feel better. If only | knew what to say. He pleaded me not to hurt any more people, 


but | did. 

Why did | keep hurting him? 

"Jason?" 

He stilled for a moment, but didn't respond. | sighed and leaned back in the seat, turning my head to him. 


"I'm sorry. I'm really sorry that you had to witness it." | had used the word sorry more in the past few days 


than in my whole life. 


Jason simply nodded and continued to eat. He must have been starving the entire trip, but didn't dare to ask 
me for food. | felt like even more of an asshole knowing that. | carefully reached out and ran my hand though 
his hair. The touch made him flinch, but | just clenched my jaw and continued to stroke his curls, desperately 


wanting to show him affection. 


‘I'd never hurt you. You're the only person that | have in my life. That motherfucker wanted to threaten you 
and | just lost control. My only wish is to protect you." He turned to me a bit. 


"And it's okay that you want to do that, but it doesn't have to be in such a brutal way." He sounded terribly 


sad with a slight edge of anger to his voice and it made my heart clench. 
‘I'm sorry", | said again. "I'm so fucking sorry, please believe me." 


He just nodded and placed his hand over mine, hesitant and unsure. His eyes were still different from the 
shock. Like he could still see that guy bleeding on the pavement. | swallowed and removed my hand, putting it 


on the steering wheel and squeezing it as hard as | could. 


After a moment, | felt Jason move beside me, but didn't dare to look up. He unwind my hand from the steering 


wheel and kissed it before intertwining our fingers. | smiled. It was the hesitant approach to come back. 


"James... | don't want to leave, being with you makes me so happy, but.. but | can't watch you hurting people. 
Its not right, | think you know that yourself. Please don't do it again, because it would break my heart to leave 


you... 


The way he talked, his voice quiet and insecure, made me want to hold him and never let go. To give him the 


fucking world. | swallowed and, realizing the consequences that my words might have, nodded. 


"| won't. I'll try not to unless there's no other way out or unless you're in danger. You were Today, but I.. Fuck, 
| overreacted, | admit it" Jason looked at me silently before suddenly plunging towards me and hugging his 
arms around my neck. 


"Thank you... 


| tightly hugged him back and we stayed like that for a bit, clinging to each other. After | while | pulled back 
just a little bit and looked at Jason. His eyes were teary, but he seemed content. It warmed my heart and | 
leaned down to kiss him. Hopefully he could read my emotions through the kiss, because there was a lot of 
regret and a whole lot of love there. 

Once we finally pulled away, | murmured, "Lets go to sleep, tomorrow's going to be an exhausting day" 
"Why?", he asked and | stroked his hair. 

"Tomorrow is our flight. If you still want to stay with me of course." His eyes went wide. 


"So you meant it when you said New Zealand?" 


All of a sudden he seemed like a child on Christmas morning, that just saw his bicycle-shaped gift. | 
affectionately ran my hand through his hair again 


It was what you wanted, right? As long as | can, | will make sure that you get everything that you want." 


A genuine smile appeared on Jason's face, making my heart melt, but suddenly he shook his head and leaned in 


for another kiss. 
"I just want to be with you." 


This boy was God's gift to me, | wasn't religious and didn't know what was so great that | did to deserve him, 
but such a beautiful soul could only come from the heavens above. | placed my hand on his jaw and kissed him 
with a bit more urgency, sliding my tongue into his mouth. Jason released a small sound and leaned into me 
more. Just when things started getting hotter and | was about to hungrily grab him and pull him onto my lap, | 
stopped myself and broke the kiss. 


Jason looked at me with questioning eyes, panting lightly. | just gave him a smile and nodded to the back seat. 
"Let's go to sleep." 
Before he had a chance to lure me back into his arms again, which | would not have been able to resist 


whatsoever, | opened the door and climbed out. Jason just curiously watched me with interested eyes as | 
opened the back doors and covered the back seat with a blanket. 


"How are we gonna both fit there?" A smirk escaped me and | casually shrugged. 
"We'll either be really squeezed together on our sides, or get to sleep on each other. Take your pick" 


| kicked off my shoes and watched as he got out of the car. He opened the door on the other side and crawled 
up to me. Damn did that look suggestive and good.. But | contained my imagination and got in myself, making 


Jason move back. 


"We probably wouldn't even need a blanket then Body heat and so on’, | continued. Jason smiled and kissed me 


agai n. 


He then sat down on my lap and our kiss intensified as he looped his arms around me and pressed his body 
against mine. | oppressed a groan, not very successfully, and ran my hands down his back to grip his waist. But 
eventually | had to stop the kiss and get him off my lap. He pouted and gave a little displeased sound which 


made me smile at him. 

| lied down, reached out my arms towards Jason and he willingly fell into them, snuggling up to me. | sighed. It 
was a miracle how he had still decided to stay with me after everything that happened. | wouldn't have known 
what to do if he would have left me, he was all | had right now and | wasn't willing to lose him. | grabbed him 
tighter and kissed the top of his head. 


"Love me", Jason murmured, his voice already a bit drowsy from sleepiness. | felt his hand running down my 


chest between us, but with a heavy heart | had to stop him. 
"As soon as we're safe", | answered. 


| wanted it to be special, with both of us fully relaxed and nothing but desire in our minds. Now was not the 


time, now we needed rest. 
| sighed and snuggled Jason a little closer to myself, suspecting that he was already sleeping. 


| didn't deserve him, but he was by my side and | was determined to shield him with my life if required. | loved 


him. 


Freed 
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| woke up from a sudden movement that shook me. My eyes slowly fluttered open and | was greeted with the 
sight of the back of a car seat. Not a particularly clean one either. 


| tried to turn and realized that there was a blanket tucked around me. It made me smile slightly, James was 


so sweet when he wanted to be. That thought quickly made my brain focus though. Where was James? 

| broke free from the warm restraints of the blanket and lazily turned around. A small sigh of relief left me, 
he was right there, his shaggy hair visible above the top of the driver's seat. | was about to ask him why he 
didn't wake me up before setting off on the road again, but then realized that | really had nothing to complain 
about. 

The sun was already up, so he probably allowed me to sleep for quite a while and it was easily the most rest | 
had gotten in a long time. | stretched my limbs as much as the car allowed me and let out a little groan. That 
made James turn to me and his face instantly lit up. It was almost odd to see him so cheerful. 

"Good morning, sleeping beauty." | smiled at his remark. Did he have any idea how gorgeous | found him? 
"Morning." He quickly glanced at the road and then turned back to me again, with the same gleeful smile. 
‘Guess what, kiddo?" | lifted myself on my elbows and furrowed my eyebrows. 

"What?" 


There was a tiny pause, almost like James was teasing me. "We're out of the state." 


It took my drowsy brain a moment to comprehend what he said, but as soon as it did, my eyes went wide and 
| sat up fully. "You mean..2" 


James just nodded, looking at the road again "Welcome to Idaho." 


| sat frozen for a second, then a cheerful yell left my lips and | fell down on the seat, covering my face with 


my hands. 


"We're free!" | heard James chuckling at the front, a rare but welcomed sound. 

"Not quite yet, but at least we don't have cops on our asses." 

A thought suddenly crossed my mind. We were safe. | quickly pulled off the blanket and dug through our 
backpack for some clean clothes. There were barely any left, but that didn't even bother me. We'd soon have a 


brand new life. | pulled out a pair of jeans along with a shirt and hurriedly put on my sneakers. 


Climbing to the front wasn't as easy as it was in the previous car, but | still somehow managed to do it. As 


soon as | was on the seat, | leaned forward and kissed James' cheek. 


He caught my chin with his fingers and quickly turned away from the road, to give me a small kiss. | instantly 
wanted more, but James showed no indication of continuing. 


So, instead, | leaned back and let out a content sigh, feeling like so much tension from the last few days had 
just left my body. We weren't particularly free yet, but the need to worry was a lot smaller, and | felt like the 
smaller it was, the more our love would be able to grow. | smiled to myself at the cheesy thought and turned 
to him again, grinning from one ear to the next, the leaned forward and leaned against him briefly. 

| kissed his cheek again and ran my hand over the stubbly skin | liked it when he had almost a full beard, it 
made him look so masculine.. My kisses went down to his neck and | heard him giving a low hum. My hands 
reached down and | stroked his stomach. He briefly looked at me and then turned to the road again 


"What are you doing?", he asked and | smirked at him while unbuttoning his trousers. 


‘| want you", | said and glanced at him, my heart beating fast. He cocked his head and gently removed my 
hands. 


‘Sorry, | have to pass. Not while I'm driving." 


| pouted and felt disappointment wash over me. "But James..", | whined and he snorted, an amused glimmer 


appearing in his eyes. 

"What?" | leaned against the seat and brought my legs up. 

‘| want you. Now", | repeated. 

"And | don't want to cause a car crash. But I'm quite flattered" Saying that, he turned to a bigger street. 


"flattered because | want you? | just." | felt heat creep up my cheeks as | thought if my following words. "I 
like it when we're together. In.. that way." 


James smiled. "Is that all you like about me?", he teased. "The fact that | satisfy your teenage needs?" 


| shrunk into the seat and laughed nervously. "First of all, | like everything about you. And secondly, what do 


you mean by teenage needs?", | asked and crossed my arms, not managing to stop grinning. 


James was grinning as well and | marvelled at how beautiful his smile was. It was a shame that he didn't show 


it more often, 

"You know.. Teenage needs. You're a horny little thing who has certain cravings." 

My eyebrows rose. "Cravings?" 

James nodded. "Yeah, like an older man's dick, for an example." 

| opened my mouth to retort, but quickly snapped it shut again. | realized where he was going with this. 
| didn't have daddy issues. | actually liked him. 


"Well, you're not the one to speak, you're currently running away with a teenager." | defensively raised my 
head, waiting for his response, but James just laughed. 


"See, that's why | like about you, you don't back down" Just hearing him say that he likes me made me almost 
giggle, but | held back. 


"Well, why should 1? I'm right" 

James just shook his head. "Come over here." 

He reached out his hand | instantly got closer to him. My face was inches away from his and James slowed 
down the car, then turned to me and passionately kissed my lips. Any feistiness that | might have tried to 
show off quickly disappeared and | melted into him, but James pulled away from me way too soon and turned 


back to the road, speeding up again. 


| whined and impatiently nuzzled against his cheek, the tips of my fingers ghosting over his skin. | triumphantly 


grinned as | saw goosebumps forming on it. 


His deep blue eyes met mine for a brief moment again. A little shudder ran down my body as | thought about 
those eyes shining with desire, desire for me. | wanted him so badly. 


"James...", | murmured. 
"Want something, baby?", he asked. 


| almost whimpered at those words. "Yes", | shyly said. 


He sighed. "Let me guess, me?" 


| eagerly nodded and he smiled, shaking his head. "You drive me crazy", he said, then added “Don't worry, you 


can have me when we're in New Zealand." 

My eyes turned wide. "But that'll take so long!" 

James laughed silently. "Only like a few hours." 

"That's still too much..", | said. 

James sighed, a small smile still playing on his lips. "Patience in virtue." 

| frowned slightly. He didn't just use that on me.. | took his hand into mine. "Not when it comes to this... 


With that | drew his hand closer to myself and placed it on my crotch. | wasn't all too hard, but | knew that 
he could still feel a slight hardness under my jeans. James' Adam's apple visibly bobbed and | smiled. 


"Come on, James... We still have time, don't we? When's our flight?" He glanced at me disapprovingly and weakly 


tugged at his hand, not really trying to get it away all that much. 


"4:15pm..." | grinned widely and leaned closer to him again, pressing a small kiss to his neck and simultaneously 


still holding his hand to my groin 


" James, please.. You promised" | could tell that he was trying really hard to keep his eyes on the road and it 


made me gleeful. 


"| said that we'll do it when we're safe.." He made another effort to pull his hand free and this time | let him. | 
had different plans anyway. My hand landed on his thigh and started rubbing it. 


"We are safe.. and | want you", | whispered and slipped my hand up, starting to massage him where it counted. 


James gasped audibly and | could feel him tensing, but the next moment he gripped my wrist, not painfully, but 
quite strictly and pulled my hand away. 


"You'll have to wait." 


| crossed my arms over my chest and sighed. | couldn't wait for hours. Maybe he was right and | was driven 


by teenage needs, but all of them were currently screaming for him to get on top of me and who was | to 


defy nature? 


| turned to James again, but didn't say anything this time, just leaned towards him and gently ran my teeth 


over his earlobe. That only brought out a small snort from him. 
"No." 


Well, that wasn't an answer, so | did it again. Then | shifted even closer to him and moaned into his ear, which 


made James chuckle, as he reached up and stroked my cheek. 
“That was hot, but I'm not stopping." 


| was short before releasing a frustrated sound, but then recollected myself and ran my hand over his arm, 


kissing his neck. No reaction. | sat back a little and watched him for a moment, then leaned forward again. 


"Do you know what I'd like to do now?" | purred. | placed my hand on his chest, but this time he didn't shove 
me away. A triumphant grin crept up my face and | kissed his neck. "I would like you to grab my ass and 
squeeze it, then flip me over and fuck me hard", | murmured while nuzzling his neck and letting out another 


breathy moan. 


Even though his facial expression showed no reaction at all, | saw his hands clenching around the wheel a bit 


and smiled, deciding to take it further again. 

His jeans were already undone, so all | had to do was slip my hand inside and wrap my fingers around his 
hardening cock. James just cleared his throat and | saw his knuckles turning white from how hard he was 
gripping the wheel. 

"Stop it." 


His voice came out hoarse and that made me grin. | sucked into his neck again, adding some small licks and 
bites to it, and started slowly moving my hand up and down. | heard James' breath hitch, but he didn't protest 
anymore. | moved closer, pressing myself to his side and sped up my hand. 

My thumb ran over the very tip of his cock and that was his breaking point. He groaned and turned his head, 
catching my lips for a second, before he had to turn back to the road. | giggled and laid my chin on his 
shoulder. 

"Was that a yes?" 

He clenched his jaw. "No." 


| ran my other hand over his neck and let my fingertips trace the little, temporary marks there. 


"Are you sure you don't wanna have me one more time before taking off?", | asked, teasing him and testing his 


patience, then kissed his jaw. "I would like you to fuck me..", | whispered. 


| knew that he wanted me, there was no sense in lying about that. | felt powerful, being able to arouse him so 
much, powerful because of the way he suppressed a deep groan as | gripped his cock harder. | bit down on my 


lip and nuzzled his neck again. 


"Please, James... We still have time. Just stop the car somewhere by the road." He quickly glanced at me and | 


saw a small smirk tugging at the corners of his lips. 
"You're a little freak, you know.." | giggled and squeezed his dick again, making him quietly grunt. 
‘So... Will you stop?" 


| saw James considering it and released another small moan into his ear to help him. At first it seemed like it 
didn't work, but the next moment he sharply turned the wheel to the right, making me practically fall onto 


him. | raised my head and looked at where we were going. 


It was a smaller road with no signs by its sides that probably led to some village or something. | smiled to 
myself and went back to curling up by James’ side. Soon | felt the car getting slower and he abruptly stopped 
it along the side. 


| felt my heartbeat increasing and took a deep breath to calm myself down, already shaking in anticipation and 
need. James looked at the steering wheel for a while, heavy silence settling in the air between us. He seemed to 


consider something, but then he turned to me, eyes dark. 


"On the backseat. And take off your clothes." | hurriedly nodded and slipped off the car seat while opening the 


door. 


Hot waves flowed through my body and made me dizzy as | conceived what James would do to me now. As 
soon as | was on the backseat, | took off my clothes with shaking fingers and sat down comfortably, craving 
for James but not daring to ask him any more. He was still sitting in the front, driving me insane and making 


me shake even more. 


| laid down and closed my eyes, waiting for him. 


Found 
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For a few moments nothing happened, but | could swear that | felt his eyes on me. Then | heard the car door 
being opened and shuddered in anticipation. Jame got out and slammed it shut again, instead opening the back 


ones. 


The rustling of clothes being slowly taken off followed and | almost held my breath as | finally felt the seat 


sinking in from James’ weight as he straddled me. 
Large and warm hands started running all over my body and | sighed. 


It felt nice, but it wasn't what | wanted, so | released a small, displeased sound, demanding for more. | instantly 


felt James leaning over me and gasped at the feeling of his hot breath against my ear. 
"That's what you get for being impatient.. We'll do this at my pace." 


| released a groan and let him kiss my neck and collar bones, trying not to arch or buck up because | knew 
that this was only going to make the sweet torture last longer. His lips slowly explored my skin, lightly biting 


and feeling it, his beard scratching some sensitive spots which sent shivers down my spine. 


| whined and felt myself getting hard from the tension building up inside of me, which made him give my thigh 
a little swat. | bit my lip and looked at the ceiling, impatiently waiting for him to finally go on and do what | 
desired to do for the last few hours. 


Of course, at first he wouldn't give it to me as long as | kept being to bratty, but at the same time | knew 


that he would eventually fuck me so much more roughly. 


| shifted underneath him and brought my hands up to claw them into his back from the unbearable arousal 
inside of me, but he grabbed my wrists and pinned them to the side, still continuing to caress my skin in the 
torturous way only he could He knew how much I'd do for him and utilized it: 


After what felt like forever of this pleasant torture, his lips slowly traveled up to my neck and then to my 
mouth, never increasing his teasing pace. | opened my eyes and gave him my best begging look that he met 


with a smirk and another small kiss on the corner of my mouth. 


"You're so fucking gorgeous.. Have | ever told you that?" 


| felt myself blushing and shrugged. James’ smirk only grew wider as he leaned his forehead against mine. 
"Well, I'm telling you that now...” 


With that he closed the distance between us and started kissing me again. Just when | thought that he'd start 


torturing me once more, | felt his hands gripping my hips and he thrust against me. 


He harshly held onto my body, bringing me up to him and pressing me to himself, as if shielding me, while 


covering me with kisses and making me moan and tremble in his arms. 


Now able to use my hands again, | ran my fingers through the short hair and yelped as the top of my head 
bumped against the door handle. It was uncomfortably cramped in here anyway, James had to oddly bend his 
legs to fit on the seat. 


"Wait a second’, he breathed, then grabbed my waist and flipped me onto my stomach. 


| had to brace myself against the window not to fall forward against it and felt him pulling my hips back and 
pressing a hand between my shoulder blades, showing his power over me once again, and | just couldn't deny 


that | loved it. 


His other hand ran from my hips to my ass and stroked it a few times before drawing back and giving it a 
small slap. It didn't hurt at all, but | still gasped and that made James chuckle. 


The next thing | heard a small slurp as he probably coated his fingers with spit and then one of those fingers 
was pressed to my opening. | whimpered and pushed back against him, making the finger enter me. 


From then on, everything only passed in a foggy haze. 


All | could think of while being lost in that pleasure was James, James around me, James inside of me, James 


making me squirm and moan, arch up and whimper. 
Only James. 


My toes curled with the intense pleasure cursing through my body like a violent wave as James claimed me, 
he became a primal force of nature, only there to make me go limp and pliant in his arms, his animalistic and 


aggressive movements only adding up to the roughness of the act. 


| couldn't think anymore, | didn't want to think as he devoured my body and buried his face in my neck, making 


vivid colors dance in front of my eyes. 


Soon his fingers left me and something much more pleasant pressed against my opening. His hips slammed 
against mine and | let out a choked moan when he hit the spot deep inside of me, his warm body blending with 


mine into one. 


| could swear that | heard countless sweet words whispered into my ear as our bodies rocked back and forth, 


but | couldn't understand any of them, | was completely detached from the outside for that short while. 


Our problems didn't exist, we weren't on the run, we didn't have to worry about a roof over our heads, James 


wasn't searched for and neither were l. 
Nothing mattered except for that warmth inside of me, making me weak, but also incredibly strong at the 
same time, because | felt like James needed me just as much as | needed him. We were alone in the world, 


even if that world was merely an old, rusty Ford, joint together and surrounded only by loud moans. 


| couldn't tell which one of us they belonged to, but it didn't matter, what mattered was the overwhelming, hot 
feeling that started pooling in my stomach. 


The orgasm hit me like a violent punch in the stomach, but all | could do was whimper weakly and fall on the 
seat, my head spinning. | felt like Earth was only revolving around us at that moment. | could only feel him 
giving a few more, hard thrusts, then he let out a groan and came too, releasing his come deep inside of me, 
almost as if it would make me his just a little bit more. 

Somehow he managed to pull out and lay down beside me, draping my spend body over his, then started 
stroking my back. | kept my eyes closed the whole time, hoping to somehow preserve the moment of bliss and 


utter pleasure for a little longer before | had to get back into reality again. 


| knew there were struggles and dangers out there, and dealing with them right now seemed too much to bear 


right now. But eventually, a low hum of my name made me open my eyes and look up. 

James seemed satisfied and drowsy, and | just had to smile. It was almost odd to see him without that small 
wrinkle of worry between his eyebrows, but definitely pleasant. | moved myself up a bit, as much as my limp 
muscles allowed me and pressed a faint kiss to James' cheek 


"So good..", | whispered. 


James chuckled under his breath, sending a pleasant vibration down his body, then turned a little and kissed my 
lips. 


"Fucking amazing... You're amazing." 

| smiled and snuggled into him a little more, running my hand up and down his chest. 
"| wished we could stay like this.” 

James hummed and | could feel his fingers running through my hair. 


"We will.. Not now, but when we're free. We'll wake up like this. Every morning, warm and safe.. No more 


running." 


My heart fluttered at the idea, but somehow | felt like James wasn't only telling that to me. He was telling 


that to himself. Maybe he wanted safety, wanted warmth, wanted someone to wake up to every morning. 


And in his wishes that someone was me. It made me swallow nervously as | lifted myself up slightly and 


cupped his scarred cheek, stroking it gently. 

He wanted to be loved.. 

Our eyes met and | could see them openly vulnerable for the first time. | could see what he had endured and 
what he was willing to endure, just so that we could be free and together for as long as our hearts would 
allow it. | hugged him and leaned forward to place a small kiss on his lips. 

"No more running", | repeated quietly, and he gave me a small smile. 


"Just you and me", he huskily said, making my heart beat faster. 


The mere implication of our life after this was exciting, uplifting and joyful and | gave him a happy smile, 
getting on the same level with him. 


"You know..", James then started. "I know | made mistakes, too many to count in this short time we're 


together, but please always remember how much you're worth to me, so much..” 
He reached up and cupped my cheek too, after gently wiping a stray curl away. 
"You're. You're my everything. You're all | have, you're my world. You're my purpose in life. 1." 


His voice cracked slightly and at that moment | practically stopped breathing. Those brilliant, intense blue eyes 
were getting wet and suddenly | felt like tearing up too. 


‘| love you so fucking much, Jason.. You've no idea. You've no idea." 


His voice broke off and | could suddenly hear his shuddering breaths, ones that matched my own. James’ eyes 


were fixed on mine and for the first time | saw them stripped of any ferocity, wit, determination, anger. 


There was nothing, he was bare before me in every sense of the word and he was pleading. Here he was, 
confessing his love to me like in a romance movie, like in a cheesy book that was filled with cliches that | didn't 


know really existed until now. That all was still him. 


And | stayed frozen for a moment, | needed the time to process his words, his confession, but at the end of 
the day there was only one answer. | leaned forward and pressed our foreheads together, my thumb slowly 


stroking his cheek. 


"| love you too, James..." 
Y 


It made a beautiful smile suddenly grace his face and he plunged forward to kiss me, conveying all emotions 


through it. 


| was shocked at the intensity of the kiss, how | could feel his slightly wet cheeks against mine from time to 


time, but the harsh reality surrounding us now made the kiss so much better. 


Eventually, we pulled away and looked at each other. James' eyes were full of adoration, a look | had never seen 
before. Maybe today was the day he would fully expose himself to me, cut away layers and layers of his self 


until he was naked, only leaving his bare core that he hadn't shown to anyone else. 


We didn't talk while we got dressed and James started driving again, and even though the silence was heavy, he 
reached over to me and grabbed my hand, squeezing it tightly and not letting go. 


That hand gave me reassurance, that things would be alright, that this was the last day we had to run or 
hide. 


That in New Zealand we wouldn't be criminals, we'd just be Jason and James, a couple from the United States, 


trying to settle in and make a living. 


The idea made me smile unconsciously as | looked through the window. Each street sign caught my attention, | 
kept waiting for the one announcing an airport nearby and each time my heart sank a little when it wasn't the 
right one, but it didn't bring my excitement down one bit. 

| leaned back in the seat and sighed, enjoying the view. 


My eyes lazily focused on a car standing by the road and a man walking beside it. Perhaps he broke down.. He 
paused and turned to us. | figured that he would try to stop us and ask for a lift, but then noticed that his 


arms were oddly raised in front of him, like he would.. My eyebrows furrowed. 


Suddenly gunshots blasted through the air. 


